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: Citizens of 8 ſeveral Men and Women Rela- 
tions to Capudet, n Guards, Watch, and 
other Attendants. 


the SCENE! in the beginning ” the Fifth 4G i is in 


Mantua; during all the reſt of. the Play 
In or near Verona, | 


+ > 


—— A mt 


ROMEO and JULIET. 3 


* 


* Th Pm d diflngs hed 4 EE Commas are 
4 e in he arenen. 


4 A 1 ng 


A c 'T I. 15 
8 CE N E the Strcet in Verona. | 


Ext Sampſon and Gregory. 
| Sam. 12 1 ſtrike quickly, being en 

Greg. But thou art not quickly mov's to ſtrike. 
Sam. A dog of the houſe of Montague moves me. 
| Greg. Diaw thy tool then, for here come of that houſe. | 


| Enter Abram and Balthafar, | | 
Sam. My naked weapon is out. Quarre!, I will back 
thee, but—— Let us take the law of our ſi des: let de 1 
begin. 
h Greg. I will frown as 1 paſs by, and let them take it as 
t Ey liſt. i 
San Niy, as they dare, I will bits” my thumb at 
them, which is a diſgrace to them, if they bear it. | 
Abr. Do you bite your thumb at us, Sir 
Sam. I do bite my thumb, Sir. . i FO 
Abr. Do you bite your thumb at us, Sir? AK 


Sam. Is the law on our fide, if i ſay, ay * 4 9 
Gr-g No. | * 
Sam. No, Sir, I do not bite my thumb at you, 5 — ] 
but [ bir y thumb, „ 
Greg. De you quarrel, Sir? N 
e. Quitrel, Su No, Bip < ft Sie nl 
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Sam. If you do, Sir, I am x for you: I ſerve as 2 2 
man as you. 
Abr. No better, sir. ; 

Sam. Wel, Sir. 0 BR 


Enter Benvolio. 
Greg. Say better—here « comes one of my nale; O kinſ- 


men. 


P * 
a #; 


Sam. Ves, beiter, Sir. 

Abr. You lye. | 

Sam, Draw, if you be men.—Gregory, remember thy 
Fwaſhin blow. _ [They fight. 

Ben. Part, fools, put up your — you know not 


what you do. | 
wt Emer T Bol 
-Tib. What art thou drawn among theſe Wale kinds? 
Torn hee, Benvolio, look upon thy death. 
Ben. 1 do but keep the peace; put up thy ſword, or 
5 it to part theſe men with me. 


Tio, What, draxp, and talk of peace? I hate te 


Vo d 
As I hate hell, all Mantagues and dee: 12 
187 at thee, cow ard. 155 r. 


{Fithin. + Q Clubs, bills; and pattifans! firike, beat 
them down.“ Down with the OI down with e 


Montagues. Wy; 


2 * mutiny! _ | [Bel men. 


Enter Old Capulet, in his Gow: . 

« cap. What noiſe is this? Give me my fwd 
My tword, I ſay! old Montague is come, 
Ci And Hour he, his blade in ſpice of me.“ 

Enter Old Montague. 
Men, Thon vi lain, Capulet—bold me not, let we go. 
Enter the Prince and Attendams. 

Prin. Cepulet and Montague, rebel ious. ſokjecu, ene; 
| mies to peace, 
|  Prophaners of your neighbour ſtained e 


* Will they not hear ? What ho! you men, you beats, | 


That quench the fire of your pernicious rage, 
With purple fountains iſſuing from your veins ; 


On pain of torture, from choſe bloody hands 


Throw your: miſ-temper'd weapons to the groynd, 
And hear the ſentence of your moved * | 
Three civil broils, bred of an airy word, 


=> 2 . _— and Moaagn em 
* 7 8 Have 


— 1 
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Have thrice difturb'd the quiet of our frets; t 8 
And made Verona's ancient citizens : 
Caſt by their grave beſeeming ornaments, 
Fo wield old partizans in hands as old. 
If ever you aright our ſtreets again; h K 
Your lives ſhall pay the forfeit of the be. or Se 
For this time all the-reſt depart wax. 

Vou, Capulet, ſha'l go along with me ; . 
And Montsgoe, come you his afternoon 1 
To know our further pleaſure in this caſe. 0 
; —Once 1 more, on pain of death, all men depart.  : + 

1 Fe (Ex um Prince, 6% 
Manent e gue and Benvolio. 3 


Men. Who ſet this ancient quarrel now abrozch? © 
Speak, nephew. Were you by when it began? 
Ben. Here u ere the ſervants of our adverſary, 
And yours, cloſe Sghting, ere | did approach; 
drew to part them: in the inſtant came 
The fiery Tibalt, wich his ſword prepar d, 
Which as he breath'd defiance to my ears, * 
He ſwung about his head, and cut the Winds { 
While we were interchang ing thruſts and blows, Sr 2 
Came more and more, and fought on part and part, 
Till the Prince came. 
Men. O where is R. meo? Saw you him to-day 2 
Right glad am I he was not at this fay. 
Ben. My lord, an hour before the worſhipp'd ſun 
Peep'd through the goiden window of the eaſt, 
A troubled mind drew me to walk abroad: 
Where underneath the grove of ſycamore, 
That weſtward rooteth from the city fide, 
So ear walking did. J ſee your ſon ; | 
Tow' * him l made, bu: he was "ware of me, 
And ſtole into the covert of a wood, 
J, meaſuring His sffections by my own, 
(That moſt are buſied when they're moſt alone) 
Purſa'd my humour, not purſuing him, —- 
And gladly thunn'd, who gladly fled from me. 
. Mon, Many a morning hath he there been feen 
With tears augmenting the freſh morning dew; 
| Bot all fo foon as the all-chearing ſun 
Should in che fartheſt eaſt begin to draw 7 
The ſhady curtains. from Aurora's bed; "2 
A 3 8 8 1 Away 5 


* 


6 ROMEO A JULIET. 
Away from light ſteals home my heavy ſon, 


And private in his chamber pens himſelf; 


Shuts up his windows, locks fair day light out, 
And makes himſelf an artificial night. R 
Black and portentous muſt this humour prove, 
Unleſs goed council may the cauſe remove. 
Ben. My noble unc e, do you know the cauſe ? 
Mon. I neither know it, nor can learn it of bim. 
Ben. Have you importun'd him by any means? 
Men. Both by myſe f, and many other 3 * 
But he, his own affection's counſetlor, 
Is to himſelf, I wil: not ſay how true, 
But to hi mſelf ſo ſecret and ſo cloſe, 
So far from ſounding and diſcovery, 
As is the bud, bit with an envious worm, 
Ere he can ſpread his ſweet leaves to the air, 
Or dedicate his beauty to the ſun. | 
Ben. So pleaſe you, Sir, Mercut'o and myſelf 
Are moſt near to him; be it that oar years, 
Statures, births, fortunes, ſtudies, inclinations, 
_ Meaſure the rule of his, I know not; but | 
Friendship ſti ! loves to fort him with his like: 
We will attempt upon his privacy, 
And could we learn from whence his forrows grow, 
We would as willingly give cure, as know edge. 
Men. Twill bind us to you: good Benvolio, go. 
Ben. We Il know his RET or be much denied. 


LExeu t Jeverally. 
8 CENE 155 Capulet' Houſe. 
| Eater Capulet, Paris, and a Sant 


Cp. And Montague is bound as well as I, 
In penalty alike ; and tis not hard 
For men ſo old as we to keep the peace. 
Par. Of honourable reck'ning are you both, 
And pity 'tis you liv'd at odds ſo long: 
But now, my lord, what ſay you to my ſuit? 
Cap. But ſaying o'er what | have ſaid before, 
My child is yet a ſtranger in the world, | 
She bath noi ſeen the change of eighteen years; 
Let two more ſummers wither in their pride, 
kre we Day. think her ripe to be a wife. 


* . 
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Par. Lounger than ſhe are happy mothers made. EE 
Cap. And too ſoon marr'd are thoſe ſo early made. 
The earth hath ſwallow'd all my hopes but her. 
But woo her, gentle Paris, get ber heart; 
If ſhe agree, within her ſcope of choice 
Lies my conſent, ſo woo her, gentle Paris. 
This night I hold an old accuſtom'd feaſt, 
Whereto I have invited many a friend, 
Such as I love, and you among the reſt: 
Once more moſt welcome! 
Come, go with me. Go, ficrah, trudge about 
| * a Servant. 
Through fair Verona; find thoſe perſons a”; 
' £ Whoſe names are written there, and to them ſay, 
: "rw houſe and ann on their De ſtay.” 


Kaan ö 
| SC EN E a Mood near hi 
| Enter Beavidie and Mercutio. 


Mer. See where he ſteals—Told I you pot, Benvolio, 
That we ſhould find this melancholy Cupid - „ c 
Lock'd in ſome gloomy covert, under key 1 
Of cautionary fi ence; with his arms | 1 : 
Threaded, like theſe croſs boughs, ſo: row's knot. j- 


Enter Romeo. 


Ben, Good- -morrow, couſin, 
| Rom. Is the day fo young? 
Ben. But new ſtruck nine 

Kom Ah me! ſad hours ſeem long. 

Mer. Pr'ythee, what ſadneſs lengthens Romeo's hours ? 
Kom. eee having that, which having, makes them 

f N 

Ben. In love, me ſeems! 

Alas! ! that love fo gentie to the view, 
Should be ſo tyrannous and :cugh in proof! 

Rom, Where ſhall we dine : O me—Couſin Benvolio, | 
| What was the fray this morning with the Capulets:? 
Yet, tell me not, for L have heard it all. 

Here's much to do with hate, but more with love; | 
Love, heavy lighineſs | ſerious vanity ! 1 By — 
Miſ-ſh pen chaos of weil-ſeeming iorms ! | oC 

| | - This 


— > 
— —.— it. 


And ſhe will ſkew ſcant well, 


ROMEO: A JULIET. 


"This love feel I ; but ſuch my froward. fate, 5 = 


That there ] love where moſt 1 qQught to hate. 


Dofi thou not laugh, my friend nn. . Jalier! - 


Ben. No, coz, I rather weep. 
Rom. Good heart, at what? 
Hen. At thy good heart's oppreſſion. | 
Mer. Tell me in ſ:dne's, who ſhe is you love? 
 R:m. In ſadneſs then I love a woman. 
Mer. 1 zim'd ſo near, when 1 ſuppo d you loy'd. | 
Rem. A right good markſman! and ſhe's fair I love. 


E But knows not ef my love, twas through my eyes. 
The ſhaft emp: 'erc'd my heart; chance gave the wound, 


Which time can never heal: no ſtar befriends me, 

To each ſad night ſucceeds a diſmal morraw ; - 

And itil] *tis hopeleſs love, and endleſs ſorrow. 
Aer. Be rul'd by me, forget to think of her. 
Rem. O teach me how I ſhould forget to think! 
Mer. By giving liberty unto thine eyes: 

Take thou 11 a Sh. infection wo by Ee, | 

And the rank poiſon old will die. | 


_ Examine other beauties. 


Rom. He that is ſtrucken blind cannot forget 


"The p' ecicus treaſure of his eye fight Joſt. 
| Shew me a miſtreſs that is paſſing fair; 


W hat doth her beauty ſerve but as a note, 


RNememb' ring me, who paſt that paſſing fair. 
Farewel; thou canſt not teack me to forget. 


Mer. I warrant thee. If thou'lt but ſtay to hear, 


Jo night there is an ancient ſplendid feaſt 


Kept by old Cspulet, our enemy, 


Wherę all the beauties of Ve ona meet. 


Rom. At Capulet's! 
Mer. At Capulet's, my friend: 


Go there, and with an dark eye, 85 
Compare her face with ſome that l ſhall bew, 
And I will make thee think thy ſwan a crow. 


Rom. When the devout religion of mine 1 
res; 


Maintains ſuch fal ſhoods, then turn tears to 


And burn the hereticks. All-ſeeing Phœbus 
Ne'er ſaw her match, fince firſt his Courſe began. 

Mer. Tut, tut, you faw her fair, none elſe being by. 
Herſelf pois'd with herſelf ; but let be weigh'd - | 
Your lady love againſt ſome other fair, 


Rem. 


ROMEO. AND, JULIAT, 3 


Nom. I will along, Mercutio. _ : 
Mer. Tis well. Look to; behold at mis vigh feaſt, | i 
Earth treading ſtars, that make dim Heaven's lighis. | 

Hear all, all fee, try all; and like her moſt | 
That moſt ſhall merit the. 
Rom, My mind is changed | 
I will not go to-night, -. Rat 7 ene ig 9” 1 
Mer. Why, may one aſk ? F . : : 
Rom. I dream'd a dream laſt night, | 
Mer. Ha! ba! a dream? | 
O then I ſee Queen Mab hath been with you; 3 
Sbe is the faugy's midwiſe, and ſhe. come — 
In ſhape no bigger th in an agate ſtone 1 | 1 
n the fore Faser af Ra adm... J 
Drawn with a team of little atomiesꝑ £ := 20 
- F Athwart 2 noies as they lie aſlees ß 0 
Her wag on ſpoke; made of long ſpinners 2220 8 | 
The cover, "of the wings of graſc-hoppers; n | 
Tha aces, of the ſmalleſt ſpider's web; 40 27 16 
Y lars, of the moon-ſhine's watry eames: 4 
| Her whip, of .Cricker's. bone, the laſh -of-yim : 
Her waggoner, a ſmall grey-coated gna', 
Not half ſo big as 4 ound little warm, + 
7 Prick'd from the lazy finger of 3 maid. = 
Her chariot is an empty hazel nut, © 
Made by the joiner ſquirrel, or old grub, 
Time out of mind the fairies coach- makers; 
And in this ſtate ſhe ga lops night by night, 
Through lovers brains, and then they dream of love; ; 
On courtiers knees, that dream on court'fies ſtraight; | 
= O'er lawyers fingers, who ſtrait dream on fees; f | 
O'er ladies lips, who ſtraight on kifles dream: | 
Sometimes ſhe gallops o'er a lawyer's noſe, . 
And then he dream uf ſmelling out a ſyit ; 7 
And ſometimes comes fhe wi.h a tythe pig's . 
EZ Tickling the 4 rſon as he lies afleep; — 2 
Then dreams he af another benefice: 
Sometimes ſhe driveth o'er a ſoldier's neck, 
And then dreams he of cutting foreign zhroats, 
Of beaches, ambuſcades, Spaniſh blades, 
Of healths five fathom deep ; and then anon 
Drums in his ears, at which he farts and wakes, 
And being thus f ighted, ſwears a prayer or two, 
= pe again, "Thin. is that ma bake | 


; 
— — 2 — — * N 
2 
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A 
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Rom. Pence, peace, * 


Thou talk'ſt of nothing. 89 70 A 


Mer. True, I talk of dreams; 
Which are the children of an idle brain, 


Begot of nothing bot vain phantaſy, * 
Which is as thin of ſubſtance as the air, 
And more unconſtant than the wind. 


Ben. This wind you talk of, blows us from ourſelves, 
And we ſhall come too late. 
Rom. | fear too early, for my mind miſgives | 


Some confequences, yet hanging in the ſtars, 


From this night's W LN gallant friends, 


: {Ex wit Mer. and Ben. 
Let come u hat may, once more I will behold 4 


My juliei's eyes, drink deeper of affliftion: 
Fi] watch the time; and maſk'd from vbſervation, 
Make known my ſufferings, but conceal my name: 
Though hate and diſcord *twixt our fires increaſe, ' 


Let in our hearts dwell love and endleſs peace. [Exits f 


E CE N E, Capulet's Houſe. | 
E:. ir Lady Capulet, and Nurſe, 


1 Cap. Nurſe, hers? 8 my daughter? call her forth to 


me, 


Nurſe. Now (oy my maidenhead, at twelve years old) | 
I bade ker come; what lamb, what 3 God for- J 
nnn girl? What, A1 3 4 


Enter Juliet. 


Ful. How now, who calls? — 
Nurſe. Your mother. . 5 

Ful. Madam, I am here, what i is your will? 
La. Cap. This is the matter: 


thou knoweſt my daughter's of a pretty age. 
Nurſe. Faith, I can tell her age unto an hogr, 
La. Cap. She's not eighteen, - 


Nurſe. Il lay eighteen of my teeth, and yet to my 
teeth be it ſpoken, | have bat- eight, ſhe's not eighteen: 1 


how ong is it now to Lammas-tide? 
La. Cap. A fo: en and odd — 


Nurſe, give leave a 
awhile, we muſt talk in ſecret. Nurſe, come back again, 3 
I have remembered me, thou ſhalt hear my ci unſel— 4 


N. UH 22 | 


83 


Ben, 


th to | 
old) 


for- 


Tha; you are now a mid. Thus chen in brief, 


— 


” 9 a a 1 — : 
| 7 75 a 
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Nurſe. Even or edd, of all days i in the year come Lam- 


mas eve at night mall the be eighteen, Suſan and the 


(God reſt all Chriſtian ſou s) were of an age Well, Su- 
ſan is in heaven; ſhe was 100 good for me. But as I ſaid, 
on Lammas eve at night ſhall ſhe be eighteen, that ſhall 
ſhe, marry, I remember it well. is ſince the earth- 
quake now fifteen ears, and ſhe was weaned— I never 
ſhall forget it, of all the days i in the year upon that day: 
for I had then laid Worm wood to my breaſt, fitting in the 
ſun under the dove-houſe wall; my lord and you were tben 
at Mantua——nay, I do bear a brain. But as l ſaid, 
when it did taſte the wormwood on the nipple of the. 
breaſt, and felt it bitter, pretty fol, to ſee it teachy, and 
fall out with the breaſt, Shake, « aoth the Jove houſe 


„was no need I trow, to bid me trudge; and ſince that 


time it is fifteen years, for then ſhe could ſtand aloneg nay 


by th” rood, ſke could have run and waddled all about; 


for even the day before ſhe broke her brow, and then my 
huſband (God be with his ſoul,” a“ was a merry man) took 


vp the child; yea, qu th he, doſt thou fall upon thy face? 


thou wilt fail backward when thou baſt more wit? Wilt 
thou not, July ? and by my holy dam, the pretty wretch 


left crying, and ſaid, Ay. To fee now how a jeſt ſhall 


come a Out; I warrant, and I fhould live a thouſand years 
] ſhould not forget it: Wilt thou not, July? en Ne 
and pret'y fool, it Rinted,. and eld Ay. 
Jul. And Aiat thee too, I pray thee peace, 
Nurſe. Peace, I have done. Heaven pron thee to its 
race. 
Thou — the ojerticft babe that &er I nutſt: 
An I might live to ſee thee married once, 


J have my wiſh. 


La. Cap. And that awe marriage is the very chai 


| I came-to-talk of. Tei me, daughter Juliet, 
Hou ſtands your diſpotition to be married ? 


Ful. It is an honour that I dream not of. 
Nurſe. An honour | were not I thy only nurſe, 


1 ſay thou ſuck'd wiſdom from thy teat. 


La. Cap. Well, think of marriage au. Younger than 
o 
Here in Verona, ladies of eſteem, 
Are made al:eady mothers. By my count, 
I was your mother much upon theſe years 
The 


N 


. Ba Aue AND TY 
The valiant Patis ſeeks you for his n 
Mur. A man, young lady, ſuch a man 
As all the world —— Why, he's 4 man of wax. : 
La. Cap. Verona's ſummer hath not ſuch a flower. 
Nurſe. Nay, he's a flower, in faith; a very flower, 
3 La. Cap. Speak briefly, can you like of Paris“ love? 
Dau. I look to ke, if looking liking move; | 
But no more deep will I indart my eye | 
TUM 22 Fay gives itengeh te make 11 RV. 9 


kau Gregory, 


Greg. Madam, new gueſts are come, and bis ones, 
all in maſks, = You are called, my young lady aſked for. 
the nur curſed in the pantry, ſupper almoſt ready to be 
ſe ved up, and every thing in 8 1 muſt hence, 
and wait. | | 3 
7 Le. Cap. We follow thee. * [Exeunt. 


=, Ko E N E, a 4 in Capulet' Houſe ; 
T he Capulets, Ladies, Gueſts, and Maſtersy © are. ace 


1 1 plays. 
f Cap. Welcane, gentlemen Ladies that have your 
ee tt 


Unplagu'd with corns, we'il have a bout with you. | 
| Who'll now deny to dance? She that makes dainty 
I'n ſwear hath corns. Am I come near you now ? 
Welcome all, gentlemen ; I've ſeen the me 
That I have worn a Aer, and could tell 
A whiſpering tale in a fair ady's ear, 
Such as would pleaſe; tis gone; tis gone: tis gone. 
More light, ye knaves, and turn the tables up; 
And quench the fire, the room is grown too hot. 
Ah, firrah, this unlook'd- for ſport comes well, 
Nay fit, nay fir, good couſin Capulet, = 
Por you and I are paſt our dancing days: 
1 Ho long is't now fince laſt yourſelf and 1 
1 Were in a maſk? 
I 2 Cap. By't lady, thirty years. x 
1 Cap. What, man! tis not ſo much, "en not fo muck! 
: Tis fince the A of Lucentio, | | 
ZH | Come 


i 


cn 


| gk ton was but 2 ward two years ago. 


nous JULIET. 20 N g 2 


| Come Pentecoſt as quickly as it will, 
Some five and twenty years and "then we maſk'd, 


2 Cap. Tis more, tis more; his ſon is elder, Sir; 


| His fon is thirty. 1 £00 


Cap. Will you tell me that? 
[Fluih 7 muſic. 


Rom. Couſin Benyolio, do you mark that lady which | 


+ Doth entich the hand of yonder gentleman? 


Ben. I do. 
Rom. Oh, the doth teach the torches to burn bright 


2 Her beauty han s upon the cheek of night, 
Like a rich jewel in an Ethiop s ear; PET 


The meaſure done, I'll wait her to her place, 
And touching hers, make happy my rude hand. 

Be ſtill, be ſtill, my fluttering heart. 

Tb. This, by his voice, ſhould be a Montague, 
Fetch me my rapier, boy what dares the ſlave 


Come hither cover'd with an antick face, 
To fleer and ſcorn at our ſolemnity ? 


Now by the ſtock and honour of my race, 


"To ftrike him dead I hold it not a fin. 


Cap. - hy how now, kin{man, wherefore ſtorm 70 

dae 

775. Undle, this is 2 Montague. our foe; | 
A villain that is hither come in ſpite, _ | « 
To ſcorn and flout at our ſolemnity. 5 
Cap. Young Romeo is't ? 

Tiv. That villain Romeo. 

Ca;z. Content thee, gentle coz, lee him alone, 


_ He bears him like a courtly gentleman z 


And, to ſay truth, Verona brags of him, 
To be a virtuous and well. govern'd youth, 

I would not for the wealth of all this ton 
Here in my houſe do him diſparagement: 


Therefore be patient, take no note of him. 


Tib. It fits, when ſuch a villain is a 3 
I'll not endure him. 
Cap. He ſhall be endur'd. | 
Be = coufin, or I' make you quiet. N 
ih. Patience perforce with wilful choler meeting -- 


Makes my fleſh'tremble in their difference. 


I will withdraw ; but this intruſion ſhall, 


2 OW TROY leet, conyert to bitter gall. [Deuce here 
B „ 


14 ROMEO any JOLIET. a 
Rom. If I profane with my unworthy hand [To Juliet. | 
This holy ſhrine, the gentle fine is this, . 
Jul. Good pilgrim, you do wrong your hand too much, 
For palm to palm is holy palmer's kiſs. 
Rom. Have not ſaints lips, and holy palmers too? 
| . Ay, pilgrim; lips that they muſt uſe in prayer. 
Nom. Thus Wen, _ faint, let lips put up their pray- 


| * IR. 
Nurſe. Madam, your mother craves a word with you. 
Ben. What is her mother? 5 her Houſe 


Nurſe. Marry, bachelor, 
- Her mother is the lady of the hooſe, 
And a good lady, and a wiſe and virtuous, 
I nurs'd her daughter that you tulk'd withal; 
I tell you, he that can lay hold on her | 
e En HYI0E. 
Ben. Is ſhe a Capulet? 5 
Romeo, let's be gone, the ſport is over. = i 
| Rom, Ay, fo | fear, the more is my miſhap. es. - ; 
Cap. Nay, gentlemen, prepare nat to be gone, 44 
We have a trifling fooliſh bznquet towards. 
Is it even ſo? why thenl . vou all, 
I thank yc u, honeſt genitemen, good night: "BETA 
More torches here Come on, then let's 10 0 ſupper | 
Exit. 
ul. Come h ther, Aut What is yon gen: leman ? | 
Nurſe. The ſon and heir of old liber io. 

6 What's he that i now a going qui of door? of, 
Nurſe, That, 4s I think, is young Mer. uo. 
Ful. What's he. chat follows herks that would not 
dance ? | | 

Nurſe. I know not. 
Jul. Go aſſ his name If he be mar: reds 
My grave is like io be my weddirg bed 
Nur/e, His name is Romeo, and a Montague, _ 
'The only ſon of your great enemy. 
Jul. My only love ſprurg from my only bate! . 
Too early ſeen, unknown! and k. own too late. | 
Nurſe. W t:at's this? what's this? | 
ul. A-rhime | learn'd een now * 


Ot one I talk'd withal. | [Oe calh within, Juliet, 
Nur/je. Anon, anon | 


Come let's ways the wee are all bone. oy [Excune. 


\ . 
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5 ACT 11. 8 0 E N E 10 gran. 5 
"Enter Rowen alone. PR 


"Raw: AN 1 g0 keg when my 8 is „e Lak -- 
* urn Back, dull earth, and kind thy center out. 
G | . N 


Euter Benvolio ib Mereutio, 


* 1 my couſin Romeo. 
Mer. He is wiſe, _ 
And on my life bath ſtol'n him bows to bed. 
Ben. He ran this way, and leap'd this orchard wall... EX 
Call, good Mercutio. 3 | 2 
Mer. Nay, I'll conjure too. 5 
Why, Romeo! humour! madman! paſſion! lever]. 
Appear thou in the likeneſs of a ſigh. | 
S peak but one rhime and I am ſatisfy'd. 
Cry but Ak me! couple but love and dove, 
Speak to my goſſip Venus one fair word, 
One nick-name to her pur-blind ſon and heir; 
I conjure thee by thy miſtreſs's bright eyes, 
By her high forehead and ſcarletlip, - 
By her fine foo, ſtraight leg, and quivering thigh, 
And the demeſnes that there adjacent lie, 
That in thy likeneſs thou appear to us. 
Ben. And if he hear thee thou wilt anger Wind. 
Mer.. This cannot anger him : Tcl __—_ ara 
8 To raiſe a ſpirit in his miſtrels's amm >. 
Till the had laid it. My „„ ˙ A 
HFoneſt and fair, and, in his miſtreſs's name, ; 5 
I coryure only to raiſe him up. PPE 
Ben, Come, he hath hid himſelf amongſt theſe trees 
To be conſorted with the hum'rous night, - 
Mer. Romeo, good night; I'll to my truckle bed, 
This field bed is too cold tor me to ſleep; 2 5 2 5 
Came, ſhall we go? : i ESO 
Ben. Go then, for 'tis in vol 
To ſeek him here that means not to be found. | lr. g 


— 
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, ROMEO any JULIET. . 


80 E NE « Garden, — 


Eier Romeo: 


Rem. He jeſts at fears that never felt a 3 
But ſoft, what light thro? yonder window breaks ? 
It 3 is the eaſt, and Juliet is the ſun! : 
Juliet appears abeue at . ”" AY 
Ariſe, fair ſun, and Kill the envious moon, 
Who is already fick and pale with grief. 
That thou, her maid, art far more fair than fhe, 
_ She ſpeaks, yet ſhe ſays nothing; what of that? 
Her eye diſcourſes, I will anſwer. it; 
Jam too bold Oh were thoſe eyes in heav'n, 
They'd through the airy region ſtteam ſo bright, 
That birds would ſing and think it were the morn: 
See how ſhe leans her cheek upon her hand! 
O that I were a glove upon that hand, | | 5 
That 1 might touch that cheek! | . 5 TE * 
Ju! Ah me! 2 3 - | 
Rom. She ſpeaks ! Ihe ct: "IRR | ; 
Oh ſpeak again, bright angel, for tbou art 
. As glorious to this fight, being o'er my — - 
As is a winged 12 from hea n, 
To the up-turn'd wond'rirg eyes of mortals 
When he beſtrides the lazy pacing clouds, WI | = 
And fails upon the boſom of the air. TS ©; 
BW Jul. Romeo, Romeo—wherefore att thou Romeo 7 
1 Deny thy father, and refuſe thy name: &/ 2 
1 Or if thou wilt not, be but ſworn my love, N 
And l'll no longer be a Capulet. | 
| Rom, Shall 1 hear more, or ſhall 1 ſpeak at this? 


l. 
Jul. Tis but thy name that is my enemy l 
What's a name? That which we call aroſe, 
By any other name would ſmell as ſweet. 
So Romeo would, were he not Romeo cail'd, 
- Retain that dear perfe&tion which he owes, 
- Withoot that title; Romeo, quit thy name, 
And for _ name which is no part of the, | =_ 
_ 1 7 thee at thy word: | 8 1 


J 
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1 on a sz. 


Calt me but 1 T-will forfwear my name, 
And never more be Romeo. 
Jul What man art thou, that thes befcreen's i in —Y 
So ſtumbleſt on my counſel? 
Rom. l know not how 0 tell thee who Tam: 
My name, dear faint, is hateful to myſelf, horns . ; 
Becauſe it is an enemy to thee. | 
Jul. My ears have not yet drunk an hundred world | 
Of that tongue” unerring, yet | know the ſound.  _. 0 
Art thoy not Romeo, and a Montague ? 1 
Rom Neither, fair ſaint, if either thee difpleaſe. _.. 
Ful. How cam'ft thov hither, tell me, and for what? * 
The orchard walls are bigh and hard to climb, 
And the place death, confi 'ering who thou arty ; 
If any of my kinſmen find thee here, 3 
Rom. _ love's light ond _ TW" the 
walls, „ 
For ſtony limits cannot hold love out, Ws 
And what love can do, that dares love attempt: | 
"Therefore thy kinſmen are no ſtop to e. . 
Jul. If they do ſee thee, they will murder thee; 2 7 
Rom. Alack, there lies more peril in thine eye, 
Than twenty of their fwords ; Took thou but ſweet, = 
Ard I am proof againſt their enmity, Pas + 
Jiul. 1 would not for the world they ſaw thee here. 
By whoſe direction found'f thou out this place? TR 
Rom. By love, that firſt did prompt me to ns "122 
He lent me counſel, and I lent him eyes; I 
I am no pilot, yet wert thou as far 
As that vaſt ſhore, waſh'd-with the faithet ſen, . ; 
1 would adventure for ſuch merchandize. | 
Jul. Thou know'ſt the maſk of night is on my lee, — 4 
Elie would a maiden bluſh bepaint my cheek _ : 8 
For that which thou haſt heard me ſpeak to- night. 
Fain would I dwell en form, fain, fain deny - 
What | have ſpoke—but farewel compliment : : 
Doft thou love me ? I know thou wilt ſay, Ay, | 
And | will take thy word yet, if thou ſweareft, 
'Thou may'ſt prove falſe; at lovers perjuries 
They ſay Jove lavghs. Oh, gentle Romeo, 
If thou deft love, pronounce it faithfully : 
Or if thou think | am too quickly won, 
' I'll be perverſe, and ſay thee A | 
0 thou wilt woo; but elſe not fog the world, . | 
| "0 3 SE In 
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„ ROMEO. ann JvLIBY.. 


In troth, fair Montague, I am too fond ; a 

And there fore thou may ſt think my /haviour light: 5 
Wren Phe. .gentleman, 151 prove more true 

han thoſe that have more cunning to be ſeange,. 

I ſhould have been more ſtrange, I muſt confels, 

Bat that thou oyer- heard'ſt, ere I was ware, 
My true love's paſſion ; therefore pardon me, 
- And pot impute this yielding to light love, 5 

Woch the dark night hath ſo diſcover'd, | 
Rom. Lady, by yonder blefled moon La rin, 
Ju. O ſwear not by the moon, th' inconſtant moon. 

That menthly changes in he: circled orb; 

Leit that thy love prove likewiſe variable. FEY 
Rom, What ſhall I ſwear by? | 8 
Jul. Wel, do not: 57 at all; 8 

Or af thou wilt, ſwear by thy, gracious ſelf, - y 0 8 

Which is ce god of my idolatry, Eh. 

And I'll belive (HOT +1. 290 | | | 
Rom. If my true heart' 1 
a Well, do not ſweat—although Tj jay in date 

1 bave no joy of this contract to-night; _ - 

It is toe raſh, too unadvis'd, tod ſudden, - 

Too like the Mebjning that. doth ceaſe to be „ 
Exe one can ſay, it lighten: —ſweet,. good: night,.. 4 6. 
This bud of love ty ſummer's ripening; breath | 
May prove a beautepys flower when next we meet; pad 
_ Goog night, good nip ht. as ſweet. epoſe and reſt 
Come to thy heart as that within my breaſt. 
Rom. O wilt thou eave me ſo unſatisfied? 
Ju. Whatdatisfattion canſt thou have 1o- night? 
Rom, Th exchange of thy love's faithful vow, for. mine, 
Jul. 1 gave thee mine before thou didft requeſt Ms. 
And yet! would it were to give again, nx | 
Kos Wage: thou. withdraw it : for what bebe ; 
ove ? 


— 


Jul. But to be frank, and give i it thee again, 

My bounty is as boundlefs as the ſea, _ . 

My love as Jeep; the more I'give to thee, 

The more I have, for both are infinite. 

1 hear ſome noiſe within; dear love, adieu. 
[Nurfe calli within, 

Anon, good . Montague, be irue; 'F 

| Yup but a a liatle, e come again. ons 7 73 
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„ beſzech thee— 


= ROMEO % JULIET. a 


Rom, O bleſſed, bleſſed night! 4am afraid 
Being in night, all this is but a dream! - 
"Too flatterio 8 ſweet to be ſubſtantial. 


© Rear Jolier n 4 1 
Ful. Three words, dear Romeo, ud good night i in. 
„ deen p - 
If that thy bent of love be bonourable, . Stor eugar ebb 4 oy 


Thy purpoſe marriage, ſend me word to- morrow 
By one that Ill procure to come to thee,” | 
Where and what time thou wilt perform the rite; + 
And all my fortunes at thy foot. I'll ay, ——ů— 
And follow thes, my love, throughout the world. | 
 [Widhin—Madam, 
I come, . if thou mean'& not well, | 
—[Fakin—Madam. 1. | By-and- by 


„ 

To ceaſe thy ſuit, and leave me to my grief, 

To morrow will I ſend, | 
Rem. So thrive my ENS: SEES A 5 
Ful. A thouſand times good vi_hes — Ex. 


* A thouſand times the worle to ware = lighc, 


1 


E ter 5 again, | oy 


1 Hiſt! Roms: hiſt } O for a falc'ner's yoice, | 
To lure this taſſel gently back again=—— ._ * 
Bondage is hoarſe and may not ſpeak aloud— 

_ Elfe ala I.tear the cave where Echo lies, 
And make her angry tongue more hoa fe than mine, e 
With repetition of my Romeo. es 
. Rom. It is my love that calls upon my name. 

How filve:-ſweet ſound lovers tongues by night, 

Like ſofteſt muſic to attending ears # 15 | 

Ful. Romeo! | . 

Rom. My (weet!Y  * 4 
2 Jul At what o'clock to-morrow 

| Shall [ ſend tothee? © 
ERom. By the hour of nide, 5 

Ful. 1 will not fail; 'tis twenty years till — 

J have forgot why I did call thee back. © 
| Rom, Let me ſtand here til thou remember i Its 


| . 
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ee - ROMEO aun JULTET. 
* Fad. man fager to have thee ſtill and there, 
Rememb' ring how I love thy company, | 
| Rom. gy Pl ftay bere to have: thee ſt ill longer, 
Forgetting any other home but this 
Jul. "Tis almoſt morning, 1 would have thee gone, 
And yet no fa ther than a wanton's bird, 
Phat lets it hop a hitle from her hand, 
And with a fi'k thread pulls it back n. 
| Sv loving-jzzlous of his liberty. 
F Rim | world | were thy bird. 
EY Jul Sweet, fo would I, e \F 
| Yet | ſhould kill thee with much cheriting. Ts - 
Good night, good night. Pzrtivg is fuch (weet ſorrow, - 1 
Dees | ſhall ſay good vight till it be morrow. Exit. 
Rom. Sleep dwell upon thine eyes, peace in thy bycaſt; | MI 
| Would [ were fl:ep and p-ace, fo ſweet to reſt! 8 1 
Hence will Ito my father's cell, | n 5 
H:s help to Crave, and my dea hap to tell. [Exit 1 
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s © E N E, a Monaſtery. 
. Fi riar Lawrence with 4 Baſkets 


Fri. The prey-ey'd mo-n ſmifes on the frowning n abi, | 
| Checqu'ripg the eaftern clouds with Rreaks of light, 
Now ere the ſun advance his burning eye, 
The day to cheer. and night” s dark dew todry. 
| I muſt fill up this oſier cage of ours, _ 

a With baleful weeds, and precious juiced flowers, 

5 O mickle i> the powerful grace that lies 
In plants, herbs, ſtones, end their true qualities. ; 
For nought fo vile that on the earth doth live, 5 
Bot to the earth ſome ſpecial good doch give: 3 

Nor ought fo good, but ſtrain d from — fair _.. 
Revolis to vice, and ftumbles on abuſe, _ 
| Virtue itſelf turns vice. being miſapplied, - 

And vice {ometimes by actions dignified. r MM 
Within the infant rind of this (mall flower | | 3 | 
Foj fan hath reſidence, and med tine power: „ 1 
For this being ſmelt, with that ſenſe cheats each part: — 

= — Being taſted, WR ſep vun the heart. 5 
5 | Two =» 


5 Ou AnD jure. 1 
Two ſuch oppoſed foes. encamp them fill 9 
In man, as well as herbs; Grace and rude Will; 


And where the worſer is predominant, _ 
Full ſoon the canker — eats up that. . 


* 
— 


"ang Romeo, 5 8 


Rom. Good morrow, father, 
Fri. Benedicite, 
What early tongue ſo ſweet ſaluterh me? 
Young ſon, it argues a diſtemper'd head, 
So ſoon to bid'good-morrow to thy pillow: | 
Care keeps his watch on every old man's eye, 
And where care lodgeth, ſleep will never bide; 
But where with unſtuff d brain unbroiſed vou 
Doth couch his limbs, there golden ſleep refides; _ 
Therefore thy earlineſs aſſureth me Scir 
Thou art up- rouz'd by ſome diſtemperatore : : 
What 1s the matter, ſon ? 
| Rem. I tell thee ere thou aſk it me again; 
I have been fe:ſting with mine enemy, 
Where to the heart's core one hath wounded me, 
That's by me wounded; both our remedies 
Within thy help, and holy phy ſic he. 
Fri. Be plain, good ſon, and homely in thy drift. | 
Kom. Then plalniy know, my heart's dear love is ſet 
On Juliet, Capulet's fair daugbter; = $5 
As mine on hers, ſo kers is ſet on mine: «4 
But when, and where, and how 
We met, we woo'd, and made exchange of vows, 
leu tell thee as we paſs; but this [| beg. 
| That thou conſent to marry us to-day. | 
Fri. Holy Saint Francis, what a change is mis! 55 
But tell me, ſon, and call thy reaſon home, AT 
Ts not this love the offspring of thy folly, 
Bred from thy wantonneſs and thoughtleſs brain? 
Be heedfu youth, and fee you ſtop betimes, 
Leſt that thy raſh ungovernab'e paſſions, 
_ Ofer-leaping duty, and each due regard, 
Hurry Ty on, through. or- in d, Sear-bought 1 
| ures, 
To careleſs woes and laſting penitence. 
Rom. I pray thee, chide me not; ſhe whom I love 
Doch give me grace for grace, and love * love: El 
0 . 
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2 ROMEO an» JULIET. 


Do thou with Heaven ſmile upon our union; 
Do not with- hold thy benediction from us, 
But make two heart, by holy marriage, one. 
5 Fri. Well; come, my papil, go along with me, 
In one reſpect I'll give thee my affiltance; * _—., 
For thts alliance may ſo happy prove, 
To turn your houſhold rancour to pure love, _ = 
| Rom. O let us hence, love ſtands on ſudden haſte. 
| Fri. Wiſely and flow; they tumble that run faſt, _ 
2 F 2 Ikea, 
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SCENE, a Street. 
. Enter Benvolio end Mercutio. | 
Mer. Where the devil ' ſhould this Romeo be ? Came 
ke not home to-night?  - ES 
Ben. Not to his father's: I ſpoke with his man. 
Mer. Why that ſame pale hard-heartied wench, that 
Juliet, to ments hin fo, that he will ſure run mad. 
Ben. Tibal:, the kinſman to old Capulet, hath ſent a 
leiter to his father's houſe, | P 
Mer. A challenge, en my liſG. 3 
Ben. Romeo will anſwer it. 5 
Mer. Alas, poor Romeo, he is already dead! ſtabbed 
with a white wench's black eye, run through the ear with 
| a love-ſong, the very pin of his heart cleft with the blind 
— > but-ſhaft; and is he a man to encounter Ti. 


1 Ben. Why, what is Tibalt ? ; 3 
Mer. Oh, he's the courageous captain of compli- 
. ments, he fights as you ſing prick-ſohgs, keeps time, 
F diſtance, and proportion; refts' his minun one, two, and 
l' * the third in your boſom; the very butcher of a ſi k but- 
a ton, a duelliſt, a duelliſt; a gentleman of the very firſt 
F houſe, of the fiiſt arid ſecond cauſe; ah, the immortal 
| Palſado, the punto reverſo, the hay 28 | 
bj - Ben. Ihe what? | 8 85 
| Mer, The pox of ſuch antick, !iſping, affected phanta- 
( fics, theſe new-tuners of accent Jeſu; a very good 
3 blade a very tall man——a very good whore - -Why, 
1 is not this a lamentable thing, grandfire, that we * 
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ROMEO „ JULIET. a : 


30 thus :MiQed with theſe ſtrange 3 theſe faſhion · 
monger:, theſe pardo neꝝ - mois? 
Ben. Here comes Romeo. | 
Mir. Without his roe, like a dried ben 0 feſt, 
Meſh, how art thou fiſhified ! Now is he for the numbers 
that Petrarch flwed'in; Laura to his lady was but a kit- 
chen wench: marry, ſhe had a better love to be-Tbkbimee 
ber: Dido a dowdy; Cleopatra a gipſey, Helen and He- 
ro hildings and bariots ;: e, a gray eye of ——_ but not 
to the Purpole. * | 


Euter Romeo. x 


— Signior Romeo, bonjour ; there's. 2 French falutation 
for % - > AS Tl 
Ram Good morrew to you lo 
Mer. You gave us the counterfeit fairly laſt night. 
Rom. What co nterfeit did I give you? 
Mer. The flip, Sir, the flip: can you not. conceive? .-*. 
Rom. Pardon, Mercutio,- my buſineſs was great, and is | 
ſuch a caſe as the a man may ſtrain . ; 


7908 Nurſe ns her Man, 


1 A fail! a fail! Th 3-468 | 
Mer Two, twol a ſhire and (mock. Dar Ig <4 
| Nurſe. Peter. SO p 1 
Pet. Anon. | 
 Nur/e. My fan, Peter, | 
Mer. Do, good Peter, to hide fas "Ex 
Nurſe. Good ye good moriow, gentlemen. 
Mer. God ye.go0d-den, fair gentle woman. _ 
Nurſe. Gen lemen, can any. of you telt me where 1 
may find young Romeo? 
Non. Len the youngeſt of that name, for taub ofa © 
__ worſe. .. | | 
Nui ſe. vou ſay well. If you | be he, Sir, 
I defire ſome confidence with you. | 
Ben. She will iudite him to ſupper preſently. wy 
Mer. A bawd, a bod, a bawd: ſo ho. 
Rom. What haſt thou found ? 
Mer. No hare, Sir, bos à bawd. Romo, will yu 
come to your father s? we'll to dinner thither, 
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law ROMEO AND JULIET., 


Rem. T will follow you. 
Mer. Farewel, ancient lady. 


[Ex un Weeds aud Benvolio. 
Nurſe. I pray you; Sir, what ſaucy merchant was this 


that was ſo full of his roguery? 


Rom. A entleman, nurſe, that ROI” to hear bimfelf 


talk, and will ſpeak more in a minute than he will ftand 
10 in a month. 

Nurſe, An' a ſpeak any thing againſt me, Pl take him 
down an' he were Juſtier than he is, and twenty ſuch 
Jacks: and if I cannot, I'll find thoſe that ſhail. Scurvy 


-knave, I am none of his flirt girls; and thou muſt ftand 
by too, and ſuffer every knave to ule me at his pleaſure. 


> | Te her man. 
Pet. L. ſaw no man afs you at his pleaſure; if I hed, 


my weapon ſhould quickly have been out, I warrant you. 


I dare draw as foon as another man, if 1 ſee occaſion, i in a 


good quarrel, and the law on my fide. 
Nurſe, Now, afore God, I am ſo vexed, that every _ 
Part about me quivers—— Scurvy knave! Pray you, | 
Sir, a word: and as I told you, my young lady bid me 
enquire you out. What the bade me ſay, I will keep to 
myſelf : but firit:}zt me tell ye, if ye ſhall lead her into 
fool's paradiſe, as they ſay; it were a very groſs kind of 
behaviour, as they ſay; for the gentlewoman is young, 
and therefore it you ſhou d deal double with her, truly. 


it were an ill thing to be offered to any gentle we man. 


Rom. Commend me to thy lady and miſtreſs, - reg 8 


unto thee — 


Nurſe. Gocd heart, and i'faith, 1 will tell her as moch. 
— Lord, Lord, ſhe will be a joyful woman! : 
Rom. What wilt tou tel! her, Nurſe? thou doſt not 


3 mark- me. 


u fe, | will tell ber, Sir, tha; you do proteſt ; which, 
as 1 take it, is a gentleman-like offer. 


Rom. Bid her deviſe ſome 0,Cans to come to mrift this 5 
afterooon? | | 
And there ſhe ſhall at Friar Lawrence” cell | 
Be ſhriv'd and married ;—here is s for thy puns: 


Nurſe. No truly, Sir, not 2 penny, 
Rom. Go to, I ſay you ſhall, | 
i This aftermoos , * well, he ſhall be there. 


Le ARES. 
Ts ae. 
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ROMEO any Joliet... bs 


_ And ſtay, good nurſe, behind the abbey wall N 
Within this hour my man ſhall be with thee, | 
And bring thee cords made like a tackled flair, 
Which to the high top- ga lant of my joy 
Muſt be my own convoy in the ſecret night. 
Farewel; be troſty, and Ii] quit thy.pains, + 
| Nurſes Well, Sir, my miſtreſs is the ſweeteſt lady 
Lord, Lord, when iwas a little prating thing — Oh, 
there is a codleencn in town, one Paris, that would fain 
lay knife aboard: but ſhe, good ſoul, had as lieve ſee a 
toad, a very toad, as ſee him; I anger her ſometimes, 
and teil her that Paris is the properer man; but [1. war- 
rant you, when I ſay ſo, ſhe looks as ants as any clout i in 
the verſal world. | 
Rom. Commend me to thy lady— = 2 
Exit Romeo. 


Nurf. A thouſand times. —Peter. | 
Pet. Anon. 3 3 
Nach. Take my ts and 80 beſo e. [Exeurt. 


Ss © E N E Capuler $ Houſe 
Enter Juliet. : 


ul, The clock ſtruck nine when L did ſend the nurſe. 
In half an hour ſhe promis'd to return. 
Perchance ſhe cannot meet him That's not fo— _ 
Oh, the is lame; love's beralds ſhould be thoughts, 
| Which ten times faſter glide than the ſun beams 
Drie ing back ſhadows over low ring hills. : 
— Fheretore do nimble-pinion'd doves draw love, 
And the efore hath the wind-ſwift Cupid. wings. | 
Now is the ſun upon the bigh-moſt hill 
Of this day's journey, and from nine till twelve 
Is three ong hours — and yet ſhe is not come; 
Had ſhe affections and warm youthful blood, 
She'd be as iwift in motion as a ball; | 
My words would _ her to 8 fect ge 
Ang his to me. 


Enter Nurſe, and peter. ; 


- H ! 20 h n rſe what news? 
eav'n! ſhe comes Aa urſe, Hat 


* * 
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1 ROMEO AND JULIET., 


| Rem. T will follow you. | 
Mer. Farewel, ancient lady. | 
E un Moreatis aud Benvol! io. 


Nurſe: 1 pray TO Sir, what ſaucy merchant was this 


that was ſo full of his roguery ? 


Rom. A gentleman, nurſe, that ous: to” bear bimfelf 


talk, and will ſpeak more in a minute than he will ftand 


| . 


Norſe, An' a i any thing againſt me; ri take him 2 


down an' he Fere luſtier than he is, and twenty ſuch 
jacks: and if I cannot, Ill find thoſe that ſhail. Scurvy 
knave, I am none of his flirt girle; and thou muſt ftand 


by too, and ſuffer every mean to uſe me at his pleaſure. 


[Te her man. 
Pet. I. ſaw no man ofe you at his pleaſure; if I hed, 
my-weapon ſhou] quickly have been out, I warrant you. 


I] dare draw as ſoon as another man, if ] ſee occaſion, i in a 


good quarrel, and the law on my fide. . 
Nurſe: Now, afore God, I am ſo vexed, that every 
Part abbut me quivers—— Scurvy knave! Pray you, 
Sir, a word: and as [''told you, my young lady bid me 
enquire you out. What ſhe bade me ſay, f will keep to 
| myſelf : bat firſt:let me tell ye, if ye ſhall lead her into 
ſool's paradiſe, as they ſay; it were a very groſs kind of 


behaviour, as they ſay ; for the gentlewoman is young, 


and therefore it you fhou d deal double with her, truly. 


it were an ill thing to be offered to any gentle man. 


Nom. Commend me to thy lady and miſtreſs, prog . 
undo thee 


Nurſe. Gocd he and- i'faith, 1 will tell her as mach, | 
—— Lord, Lord, ſhe will be a joyful woman |! ; | 
Rom. What wilt tou iel} her, Nurſe ? thou doſt not 


mark: me. 


Nu ſe. I will tell ber, Sir, this you do protet3 which! 


25 U take it, is a gentleman- like offer. 

Rem. Bid her deviſe ſome a.eans to come to frif this 
afternoon ? | Ws: 
And there ſhe ſhall at Friar Lawrence* cell 


Be ſhriv'd and married ;—here is for thy paves; 
Nurſe. No truly, Sir: not a penny. | 
> Rem. Go to, 1 ſay you ſhall, 
* Nafe. This e Sir, yu the ſhut be there, | 


3 | = Rem, 
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ROMEO AND  JULIET. * 


Nom. And ſtay, good nurſe, behind the abbey wall z - 
Within this hour my*man ſhall be wich thee, 
And bring thee cords made like a tackled ftair, 
Which to the high top-ga'lant of my joy E | 
Muſt be my. own convoy in the ſecret night. 1 1 
Farewel; be truſty, and I'll quit thy ains. | | 
. Nurſes, Well, Sir, my miſtreſs is the ſweeteſt 1 ; 
Lord, Lord, why was a little prating thing=——Oh, 
there is a nobleman in town, one Paris, that would fain _ 
lay knife aboard: but ſhe, good ſoul, had as lieve ſee a - 
toad, a very toad, as ſee him; I anger her ſometimes, 
and teil her that Paris is the properer man; but [1]. war- 


rant you, when 1 wy ſo, ſhe looks as ples as any clout i in 


the varſal world. TY f » 
Rom. Commend me to thy lady— _ 
IxExi Romeo. 
Niers. A eins times. peter. | 
Pet. Anon. | 7 
Take my fan, and BY beſo 0s -. © * [Ea,-. 


SCE NE Capuler . hal. | 
Eur Joliet. . 8 \ 


Jul. The clojk ſiruck nine when I did ſend the nurſe. „ 

In half an hour ſhe promis'd to return. : E: 

Perchance fh* cannot meet him That's not ſo— _ 

Oh, the is lame; love's heralds ſhould be thoughts, 

Which ten times faſter glide than the ſun beam 

Driving back ſhadows over low'ring hills. 3 8 
Fherefore do nimble-pinion'd doves draw love, „ = 

And the efore hath the wind-ſwift Cupid. wings. S 

Now is the ſun upon the high · moſt hill 2 

Of this day's journey, and from nine till ewelve— 7 

Is three ong hours —and yet ſhe is not come; 

Had ſhe affections and warm youthful blood, 


She'd be as ſwift in motion as a ball; 


My words would * her to 8 * 
And his to me. 


| Enter Nurſe, C and peter. 175 
0 Hear a! ſhe comes,—O honey a nurſe, what news? 


Haſt 


Oh. Lord, why look't thou fad? 


Fye, | 
Jul. Nay, come, I pray hee b en ** 


A 


126 ROME "Aw! JoLIET. 


Haſt thou met with him? . © Send thy min away. 


© Nurſe. Peter, ſtay at tie gate. | EE Peter. 


* Jul? Now, good ſweet nurſe- 


5 


_ 1 am a weary, let me rcft a wh i e: 
ow my bones ake, what a jaunt have I had! 


nu ſe, ſpeak. 


Is thy news g. or bad? ae to hat. 


Say either, and il ftay the circumſtance: 
Let me be ſatisfied—is't good or bad ? 
Nurſe. Well, you have made a fimple choice; you 


know not how to chuſe a man. Go thy ways, wench, 
'* ſerve God What, have you dined at home? 


Jul. No, no hut all this did I know before: 


.. What ſays he of our marriage? What of that? 


Nurſe. Lord, how my head akes! Whar a head bave I 1 


It beats as it would fall in twenty pieces; 
My back &'th* other fide—O my back, my back: 


Beſhrew your heart, for ſending me about 
To catch my death with jauntirg up and down. 
Jul. Pfaith, I'm ſorry that thou art ſo il; 
1 ſweet, Ts ect nurſe, tell me what lays my love? 
Nur/e. Your love ſays like al, honeſt gentieman,, 
And a courteous, and a kicd, and a handſome, 
And | warrant, a virtuou:=—where is your mother ? 
Jul. Where is my mothe: ? why, ſhe is within, 
Were ſhould ſhe be ? how oddly thou replieſt ! 


Dur love ſays like an honef gentleman, 


Where is your mother ? 
Nurſe.” Oh, our lady dea 


Are you ſo hot ? Merry, come up! I tro. 
Is this the poultice for my aking bone:? 
Hence forward do your me ſſages ; yourſelf. 


Jul. Here's ſuck a coil! Come, what ſays Romeo? 
Nur ſe. Have you got leave to go to ſhrift to wy 
Jul. IJ have. 


Nu ſe. Then hie you hence for Friar Lawrence" cell. 


I here ſays a huſband to make you a wife. 


Now comes the wanton blood up in your-cheeks— 


Hie you to church, I muſt another way, 


To fetch a ladder, by the which you love 
uk climb a bird's aß on, when it is dark. 


8 1 Am the ee toil of your delight, J a # | Eg oy 
But you ſhzll bear the buzden ſoon at night. SA 
Go, l'll co, dinner, hie you to the ce l. 


It cannot countei vail th? * exchange of joy, on 
That one ſhort minute y ĩves me in her fight, | 
Do thou but cloſe ou hands with holy words, 


And yet not fail, ſo light is vanity, 


Jo blazon it, then {weeten with thy breath 
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* Hiò to fortune honeſt nurſe, fare wel. 
; | [Extunte 


= 8 cok the Monaſtery. 
| Enter Friar Lawrence and Komen, | 


Fri $0 ſmile the heavens upon this holy act, 
That aſter hours of ſorrow chide us not 
Rim Amen, amen; but come what ſorrow can, 8 


1 ben love-devouring death do what he dare, 5 

It is enough | may but call her mine. „ 
Fri. Theſe violent delights have violent ends, 

And in their triumph die; like fire and powder; 

Which as they meet, conſume. Ihe ſweeteſt honey 


Ils loathſome in its own delicicuſneſs, 


And in the taſte confounds the appetite: 
Therefore love moderately.— 


Here comes the lady. Ob, fo light „ 4 I 


Will ne'er wear out the everlaſting flint; 
A lover may beſtride the goſſamour, 
That idles in the wanton ſummer air, 


"Enter Romeo and 1. 


Jul. Cort Gita to my ohoſtly confeſior, 
Fri. Romeo ſha!l thank thee, daughter, for us both, 
Rom Ah, Juliet, if the meaſure of thy joy 

Be heap'd like mine, and thet thy ſkill be more 


This neighbour air, and let rich muſic's tongue 
Unfold the imagin'd happineſs, that both 
Receive in either, by this dear encounter. 
Jul. Conceit, more rich in mat'er than in words, 
Brags of his ſubſtance not of ornament. 
eee are but beggers that can count their worth; | 
C2 Bat 


ENU "AND FP * 


But my troe loves is grown to ſuch exceſs, = 
annot ſum up one half of my wealth, | 
/, Come, come with me | 
For, by your leaves, you ſhall not ſlay domes RS 
= Fill holy apa. incorp rate two in ous. fExem, 


wo 
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Enter Mercatio, Benvolio, and Se, vants, 


Ben. 1 Pray thee, good Mercutio, &t's retite: 1 
| The day is hot, the Capulets abroad ; | 
And if we mect, we ſhall not *ſcape a brawl. 
Mer. Thou art like one of thoſe fellows tha”, ah he 
enters the confines of a tavern, claps me his ſword upon 
j the table, and fays, God ſend me no need of thee; and 
1% by the operation of a ſecond cup, draws it it on che drawer, 
un hen indeed there is no neec. | 
a Ben. Am I hike ſuch a fellow? _ - 
i Mer. Come come, thou art as hot a Jack in thy mood 
if as any in Italy; an' there were two ſuch, we ſhould have 
a nene ſhortly, for one would kill the other. Thou! why | 
| thou wilt quarrel with a man that hath a hair more, or a 
hair leſs in his head than thou haſt ; thou wilt quarrel with 
a man for cracking nuts, having no other reaſon but be- 
_ cauſe thou haſt hazel eyes; thou haſt quarrelled with a 
man for coughing in the fireet, becauſe he hath wakened 
i thy dog that hath Jain aſleep in the ſun. Didſt thou not 
tall out with a taylor for wearing his new doublet before 
'Eafter? with another, for tying his new ſhoes with old 
ribband; and yet thou wilt tutor me for quarrelling? 
Ben. If I were fo apt to quarrel as thou art, any man 
ſhould buy the fee 2 of * life for an hour and a 
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Ben. By my heal, here come the Czpulets- | 
> ES „ | Mer. 
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ROMEO AND furian WE 


Mer. By my heel, Amen . 

- Tib. Be near at hand, for I will: ſpeak to 4 | 
Gentlemen, good den, a word with one of you. - - 

Mer. And but one word with one of us? Couple it 
with ſomething, make it a word and a blow. 


Tib. You ſhall find me apt enough | to that, Sir, if you | 


Vill give me occaſion. 


Mer. Could * not uke ſome occaſion without "oy 


11 
755. Mercatio, chew confort's with Keine 


Mer, Conſort! what doſt thou make us minſtrels ? It | 
thou make minſtrels of us, look to hear nothing bur diſ- 


cords; here's my fiddle-ftick, here's that. ſhall make you 
dance. Zounds ! Confort! 


Bows We talk here in the public haunt of men; 
Either withdraw into ſome private place, 
Or reaſon coolly of your grievances, 
Or elſe depart; here all eyes gaze on us. 
| Mer. Mens eyes were made to look, and- ler _ 
£07] RS 
| _ not budgo for man's oily) not l. N 


Enter Romeo. 55 


7 oY Well, 1 be with vou, Sir—here comes my | 


man, 
* Mer: But I'll be hang'd, Sir, if he wear your livery. 
Tib. Romeo, the !ove I bear thee can afford 
No better term than this; thou art a villain. | 
Rom. Tibalt, the reaſon that I have to love thee 
Doth much excuſe the appertaining rage 


To ſuch a greeting: villain I am none. 5 


Therefore farewel, I ſee thou know'R me not. ; 
T1756. Boy, this ſhall not excuſe the injuries 
That thou haſt done me, therefore turn and draw. 
Rem. I do proteſt I never injur d thee, 
But love thee bgtter than thou canft deviſe: 
And ie, good Capulet, (whoſe name I tender 
As dearly as my own). be fſatisfied,.. _ 
Aer, O calm, diſhonourable, vile ſubmiſſion ! 


— 


FT >. 


7 


* ; 


[Laing his hand on bis fund. 


Ha! la # occata carries it 2 — rat- 3 


catcher, 


- 
. 
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30 ROMEO any JULIET. 

Tib. What would'ſt thou have with me? 

Mer. Good king of cats, nothing but one of your nie 
Ives, that I mean to make bold withal. Will you pluck. 
your ' ſword out of his pilcher by the ears ? Make haſte, 
leſt mine be about your ears ere it be out. 1 | 
T6. I am for you, Si. | | [Drowing, 
Rom. Gentle Mercutio, put thy rapier up. | | 
Mer. Come, Sir, your paflado. 

CMercu. and Tibalt Hi 

| Rom. Draw, Benvolio—beat down their wespons.— 


Sentemen for ſhame; forbear this outrage — 


Hold, Tibalt, good enen | _ IIS 
Mer. I am burt—— © 2 | 
A plague of both your houſes! Lam-ſped; — 
I he gone and hath nothing ? 
Ben. What, art thou hurt? 
Mer Ay, ay, a ſcratch, a ſcratch, marry, tis enough, | 
So, fetcha ſurgean, | 
Rom. Courage, man, the hurt cannot be 0 
Mer. No, cis not ſo deep as a well, nor fo wide as a 
church door, but *tis enough, *twill ſerves I am pepper'd, 
I warrant, for this world—a plague of both your houſes ! 
What! a dog, a rat, a mouſe, a cat, to ſcratch a man to 
death; a braggart, a rogue, a villain, that fights by the 
book of arithmetic. Why the devil came you between | 
us? I was hurt under your arm. | 
| Rom, I thought all for the beſt. 
Mer. Help me into ſome houſe, Benvolio,, 
Or 1 ſhall faint, A plague o'both your houſes! 
They have made worms meat of me, 1 
1 have it, and ſoundly toa—plague o'both your houſes! 
2 os _J [Exeunt Mercotio, Benvolio, and Servants, 
Rem. This gentleman, the Prince's near ally, | 
My very friend, hath got h's mortal hurt | 
In my behalf; my reputation's ſtain'd | 
With Tibalt's ſlander. @ ſweet Juliet, 8 
by beauty hath made me effeminate, E 
And in ny temper ſoften'd valour's ſteel. 


" Evie Banvolio, 
Ben. O Romeo, Romeo, brave Mercutio ; dead 


That — ſpirit hath aſpir'd che clouds * | 
g tb Which 


ROMEO {aww JULIBT, 3 
Which too * here did ſcorn ihe carthi gh of 


7 6 * 
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Enter Then. Tae 


1 haves comes the furious Tibztc back oY 
Rom. Alive! in triumph! and Mercutio lain! ae 
Away to heav'n reſpective lenity, en 
And fire. ey d fury be my conduct now! ER 
Now, Tibalt, take the viliain back again 
That late thou gav'ft me; for Me cutio's ſoul 
Is but a little way above our heads, # et 
And thou or I muſt keep him company. yy 
Tib, Thou wietched boy, that didft confert pi vers” mn 
Shall with him hence. | E 2 
Rom. This ſhall determine that, 2M 
1 [Thy an, Tibal fat f 
Ben. Rowen away; 5 Pee 1 | 
The citizens are up, and Tibalt flain— i 
Stand not amaz'd, the prince will doom thee Jeark 
If. thou art taken, Hence, begone, away! | 
Rom. Oh ! [ am Fortune J fool. [ Exit Romeo, 


A * 


Eater the FOR Montague, Capalet, Citizens, Se. 5 a 


Prince Where are the vile beginners of this fray ? 
Ben. O noble Prince, I can diſcover all | 
The unlucky manage of this fatal quarrel ; wi = nh i 

There lies the man ſlain by young Romeo, | 

That ſlew tny kinſman brave Mercutio. 4A ; 

Cap. Unhappy fight ! ! Alas, tbe blood is pid = 

Of my dear kinſman.— Now, as thou art a Prince, 

For blood of ours ſhed blood of: Montague. | 
Printe. Benvolio, who began chis fray? - | ; 

+ Ben. ibalt, here ſlain ; | 

LH Romeo beſpake him fair, bid him beth ok | 

4 How nice the quarrel was, and urg'd withal 

Your high diſpleaſure ; all this utter'd 

Wich gentle breath, calm looks, knees humbly bond, 

Could not make truce wich the uoroly ſpleen 

Of T ibalt, ddaf to peace; but that he tilts 

Wich piercing ſteel at boli Meccuiio's breaſt; 

4 Who, all as hot, turns deadly point to point, 

And with A martial corn, my one hand beats 


Cold 


„ Ou. 4 bx. 


* Cold death afide, and with the other r ſends | 61 344 3 
I᷑2 back to Tibalt, whoſe dexterity 
=. Retorts it: Romeo he cries aloud, 
Hold, friends, friends part! and Twifter than his tongue, 
His agi; arm beats down their fatal points 


And *wixt them ruſhes, underneath whoſe arm 
An envious thruſt from Tibalt hit the liſe PW 
Of flout Mercutio, and then Tibalt fled;  _ = 
But by and by comes back to Romeo. 
Who had but newly entertain'd revenge, 5 
And to't they go lte lightning: for ere I 1 
Could draw to part them, was ſlout Tibalt ſlain; 
And as he fell, did Romeo turn to fly: N 
- This is the truth, or let Benvolio ſuffer. 
Cap. Heisa kinſman to the Montagues, 
Affection makes him falſe; he ſpeaks not true; 
T beg for juſtice; juſtice, gracious Prince. 
Romeo flew Tibalt, Romeo muſt not live. 
Prin. Romeo flew him, he flew Mercutio; 
Who now the price of his dear blood doth t 
Aen. Romeo but took the forfeit life of Tibalt, 
Prin. And we ſor that offence do baniſh him. 
J have an int'reſt in your heady brav ls, 
My blood doth flow from brave Mercutio's ' woands, 
But I wi | amerce you with ſo ſtrong a fine, 
That you fhall all repent my loſs in him. 
I will be deaf to pleading and excuſe, 
Nor tears nor prazers ſhall purchaſe our repeal : 
Therefore uſe none, let Romeo be gone, FO 
mY when he is found, that hour is his laſt; ab 


Bear hence this body, and attend ouy mill: 2 
Mercy but Oy JE thoſe at kill. 1 Pi 
£3 { xtunt, 


* 


SCENE an n Apartment i in Oper 5 Houſe 


uur Juliet alone. 2 


Jul. Galop apace, you fiery-footed ſieeds, 
T6 Phoebus manſion; ſuch a waggoner |" 
As Phaton would whip you to the weſt, 
And bring in cloudy night immediately. +» 


Spread kts cloſe curtain, love-performing Wa, 


\ 


— 
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That the tun-away? s eyes may wink, and Romeo 
Leap to theſe arms, untalk'd of an unſeen. 

Come night, come Romeo! come thou day in night! | 
For thou wilt lie upon the wings of night, 5-5 5 
Whiter than ſnow upon the raven's back: - 
Give me my Romeo, N ight, and when he dies, 
Take him and cut him out in little ftars, 

And he will make the face of heav'n ſo fine, 
That all the world will be in love with night, 
And pay no worſhip to the gariſh ſun: 
Oh, I have bought the manſion of a love, 

| But not poſſeſ: d itz fo tec ious is this day, 

As is the night before ſome feſtival, „ 
To an impatient child that bath new robes, 
And may not wear them. — Oh, here comes my nurſe! 


"ook Nurſe. | 


And ſhe brings news, and every tongue that ſpeaks 
But Romeo's name, ſpeaks heavenly el:quence. 
Now, nutſe, what new?? 
Why doft thou wring thy hands? | 
Nurſe Ah, well-a-day! he' ; dead, be 5 dead, he's 
dead! | 
We are undone, lady, we are W IEIW 2 
Ful. Can Heaven be ſo envious? 
Nurſe. Romeo can, 
Though Heaven cannot. Oh, Romeo! Romeo! 
Ful. What devil art thou, that does torment me thus 1 
This torture ſhould be roar'd in diſmal hell. | 
Hath Romeo lain himſelf? ſay thou but ay, „„ 
And that bare little word ſhall poiſon more 
'Than the earth-d:rting eye of cockatrictde. 
Nurſe. I ſaw the wound, I ſaw it with mine eyes, 
Here on his manly breaft — piteous corſe, 
A bloody piteous corſe, Pale, pale as aſhes, 
] ſwooned at the fight. : 
Ful. Oh, + break my heart poor bankrupt, break at 
R 15 
To priſon, eyes! ne'er look: on liberty ; 
Vile earth to, earth reſign, and motion here, - 
And thou and Romeo preſs one heavy bier! 
Nuri. Ch, Tibalt, Tibalt, the beſt friend [ Lads 
T hay ever] ſhould live to wo thee * ! 


# * 
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ROMEO: AND 3 UL IET.. 
Jul. What ſtorm is this tha: blows ſo contrary? 


1s Romeo ſtaughter &? ard is Tibalt dead ? 


Nurſe. Tibal: is dad and Romeo baniſh'd 


Romeo that kill'd vim he is baniſh'd. 


Ful. Banifh'a! Is Romeo baniſh'd? ; 
| Nurſe. Romeo that kill'd him, he is baniſh'd. | 
Jul. Oh, Heaven! Did Romeo's hand ſhed Tibalt's 
blood? 3 
Nurſe, It did, it did, alas the day} it did. 
Ful. Oh, nature! What badſt thou to do in hell, 


| Wren thou d:dft bower the ſpirit of a fiend. 8 
In morta paradiſe of ſuch ſweet fcſh? Oh that 5 


| ſhou!d dwell 
In ſoch a gorgeous palace! 
NMNurſe. There is no troſt; © | 
No faith, no honeſty in men; ; all perjur 'd; 
Shame come to Romeo! 

Ful Bliſter'd be thy tongue 
Por ſuch a wiſh; he was not born to ſhame, 
Upon his bro ſhame is aſham'd to fic; | 
For tis a throne where honou may be crown'd, 


Sole monarch of the univerſal earth. 


Oh, bet a wretch was I to chide him ſo! 
Nurſe, Will you fpeak well of him that kill's your 
r | 
Jul. Sbali I ſpeak ill of him that js my huſband? 
Ab, poor my loid, what tongue ſhall ſmooth thy name, 
w hen | thy three hours wife Lave mangled it? 
Back, fooliſh tears back to your native ſpring 


Four tribetery drops belong to woe, N "Pp | 


Which you, miſtaking, offer-up to joy. 
My huſband lives that Tibalt would bay- Rain, 


; Al Tibal:'s dead that c uld have kill'd my huſband; _ | 


All this is comfort; wherefore weep I then? 


Some words there was worſe than Tibalt's death 


Tnat murder'd me; I wou'd forget it fain, - 
Rut oh it- preſſes to my memory, 

Like damned guilty deeds to finners* minds; 
Tibalt 7s dead, ant Romeo baniſhed, — 


That 6a»i/bes, that one word ban'/hed, 


Hath ſlaiu ten tkouſand Tibalts. In that word 
Is father, mother, Tibalt, e juliet, 
All flain, all dead. Romeo & bani/h'd! 


Where is my father, and my EN. curſe? f 


Nurſe 


ROMEO any JULIET, '3 
Nurſe. Weeping and wailing over Tibalt's corſe: 
Wil vos go to them? I will bring you thither. 
Jul. Waſh chey his wounds wita tears! My ones 1 
flo 
When theirs are dry, * nan baniſhment. 
| Nurſe, Ie 0 your chamber, I'll find Romeo 
To comfort you. I wot well where he is. 
Hark he, your Romeo will be here at night; 
l' to him he is hid at Lawrence cel 
Jul. Oh find him! give this ring to my true lord, | 
And bid him come to take his laſt farewel, | nn 


3 © EN D E the Monaſtery | 


Enter Fiiar | awrence and Romeo. 
Fri. Romeo, come forth; come forth, thou fearful 
mw: 
A ffliction is e of thy parts; 
And thou art wedded to calamity. 
Rom, Father, , what new? What is the Prince 
doom? 
What ſorrow craves acquaintance at my 2 
That I yet know not? ITE 
Ex, Foo familiar 
Is my dear ſon with ſuch ſour company, 
1 bring thee tidings of the Prince's doom. 
Roni. Nhat lefs than death can be the Prince's doom? 
Fri. A gentler jadgment vaniſh'd from bis lips, 
Not body's death, but body's baniſhment. _ 
Rom. Ha! baniſhment? Be merciful, a death; 
For exile hath more terror in his look, 
Moch more than death; do not ſay banihment; 
Tis death miſ-termed n ing death baniſhment. -. 
Thou cutt'ſt my head cf with a golden x, R _ 
And ſmil'ſt »poa the ſtroke that murders me. | 
Fri. O deadly fin! Orrade vnihankfulneſs! = 
Thy fault our law calls death, but the kind Prince, 
Taking thy part, hath puſh'd zſide the law, 
And turn'd that black word dea ho baniſhment, - 
This is dear mercy, and thou ſeeſt it not. 
. Rom, Tis torture, and not mercy ; heaven is 7 
here 


5 - 
* 1 
we 
= 
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| Where Juliet lives. There's more felicity 


In carricn flies, than Romeo; they may ſeize 

On the white wonder of dear ſuliet's hand, 

And ſteal immortal bleſſing from her lips; 

But Romeo may not, he is baniſhed! 

Oh, father, haſt thou no firong poiſon mix'd, 

No ſharp-ground knife, no preſent means of death, | 

But baniſhment to torture me withal? 
Fri. Fond mad-man, here me ſpeak, 

Ill give thee armour to bear off that word, 

Adverſity's ſweet milk, philoſophy : 

To comfort thee though thou art baniſh'd. 
Rom. Yet baniſh d ? hang up philoſophy; 

Unleſs philoſophy can make a Juliet, 


le helps not, it prevails not; talk no more=— — 


Fri Let me diſpute with thee of thy eſtate. 
Rom, Thou canſt not ſpeak of what thou doſt not feel; 


Wert thou as young as I, Ju jet thy love, 


An hour but married, Tibale murdered ; 


Doting like me, and like me baniſhed, 


Then might'ſt thou ſpeak, then might't thou tear ay 


hair, 


*And fall upon the ground 38 1 do bo. 
Taking the meaſure of as unmade grave. 


[Throwing himſelf on the ground, 


Fri. Ariſe, one knocks ; good Romeo, hide thyſelf. 
[ Knock within, 


2 Rom. Not I ;—unleſs the . breath: of her heart- an 


roans, | 
j 


Mit- ce infold me from the ſearch of eyes. 


Romeo, . 


Fri. Hark, how they knock 


Who's there 


Thou wilt be e a 3 up— 
LNnac kt. 


Run to my lody—By- and by God's will; ; 


What wilfulneſs is this !——1 come, I come, [Knocks, 
Who knocks fo hard ? Whencs come you ? What's your 


will ? | 
| Nurſe. [Within.) Let me come in, and you hall know E- 
1 come from Lady Juliet. $4 | 
Fri. Welcome then, | 5 | / 


Enter Nurſe. FO 
Nurſe Ob, — 2 oh tell me, wy * 55 


8 ; 


Beg pardon of thy Prince, and call thee back, 


XOM EG ety JULIETÞ © 7 


Wherei ismy lady's lord? Where's Romeo? 5 
e.. ee on the ground, with his own tears | made R 
| run . | 

Nurſe. O he is even in my miſtreſs's caſe; 

Juſt in her caſe: Oh, Juliet, Juliet! 

Rom. Speak ſt thou of Jotiet? How is it with her? 
Since I have ſuſtain'd the childhood of our joy _ 
With blood, g 72 
Where is ſhe? how does me! ? her ſays dew 22 

Nurje. Oh, ſhe ſays nothing, Sir, but weeps and . 
And nos falls on her bed, and then ftarts up, 

And Tibalt c:ics, and then on Romeo calls, 

And then falls down again. 
Rom, As it that name, 
Shot from the deadly level of à gun, - 

Did murder her. Oh, tell me, ar, tell me, 
In what vile part of this anatomy i 
Doth my name lodge? Tell me, that 1 may fack | 
The hateful manſion. 
Fri. Hold thy deſperate hand! 
Art thou a man? thy form cries out thou art; 
Thy tears are womanifh, thy wild acts note | | 
Th' anreaſonable fury of a beaſt. | be? 
Thou haſt amaz'd me. By my holy order, | 
I thought thy diſpoſition better temper'd. 2 
Haſt thou ſlain Tib-li? wilt thou flay thyſelf? 3. 
And lay thy lady too, that lives in thee ? . 
What, rouze thee, man! thy Juliet is alive, 
Ao pet thee to thy love, as was deereed; 
Aſcend her chamber: hence, and comfort her; 
But look thou ſtay not till the wa; ch be ſet, 
For then thou canſt not paſs to Mantua, 
Where thou ſhalt live till we can find a time 
'To blaze you- marriage, reconcile your friends, 


With twenty hundred thouſand times more joy 
Than thou went'R forth in lamentation. 
Go before, nurſe ; commend me to thy lady, 
Aua bid her haſten all the houſe 10 reſt, 
Romeo is coming. 
Nurſe. Oh, Lord, I could have Raid here all nigh | 
long, 
To hear good counſel ob, what learning is! 


My lord, III tell my * you will come. 
| D Rom. a 


* 


— 
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Kom, Do ſo, and bid my ſweet prepare to chide. 
Nurſe Here, Sir, a ring ſhe bid me give you, Sir 
Jie you, make haſte, ſor it grows very ate. © PE 
Rom. How well my confor. i reviv'd by this! 
Fri. Scjourn in Mantua; 1”): find out your man, 
And he ſhail 6gnify from time to time 4676, 28> 
Every good hap to you that chances here: | 
Give me thy hand, tis ate, , farewel, good night. 
Rom: But that a joy, paſt joy, calls out on me, 
It were a grief ſo ſoon to pait with thee. Exeunt. 


SCENE Capulet's Houſe. 
Enter C.pulet, Lady Capulet, and Paris. 


Cap. Things have fall'n out, Sir, ſo unluckily, 
That we have hed no time to move our dauzhies: 
Look you, ſhe lov'd her kinſman Tibalt dearly, ; 
And ſo did! — — Well, we were born to die 
*Tis very late, ſhe'll not come down to night. 

Par. Theſe times of grief afford no time to woo : 
Madam, good night, commend me to your daughter. 
Cap. Sir Paris, I will make a deſp rate tender 


Of my child's love; I think ſhe will be rul'd 


In all reſpe&s by me: nay more, I doubt it not. 


But fofi! What day? Wel, Wedneſday i too ſoon, 


On Thurſday (let it be) you ſha'l be ma ried. 

We'll keep no great adom——— a fiijend or woa 

For, hark you, Tibalt being ſlain ſo late, . 

It may be thought we held him ca-eleſ: ly, 

Being our kinſman, if we revel much : | 

Therefore we'll have ſome half a dozen friends, 

And there's an end. But what ſay you to T hurſday? 

Par. My lord, I would that Thurſday were to- morrow. 

Ca. Wel, get you gone—on T hurſday be it then: 
Go you to Juliet ere y6u goto bed: Lo Lady Cap. 

Piepare her, wife, againſt this weddipg-day. + 

Farewel, my lo:d—light to my chamber, hoa! 
Good-night, _ = e [ Exeunt. 


SCENE 


- 
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s CEN E the Garden, 
E ter Romeo and Juliet. 


Jul wil chou be gone ? it is not yet near day: 
II was the nightingale, and not the lark, 
Trat pierc'd the fearful hollow of thine ear; 
Nightly ſhe ſit gs on yon pomegranate tree: 
Believe me, love, it was the nightin ale. 8 
8 It was the lark, the herald of the morn, 
No yigktagels Look, love, what envious freaks 
ce the ſevering clouds i in yonder e aſt: 
E Niche s candles are burnt out, and jocund day 
Stands up- toe on the miſty mountain tops, 
I muſt be gone and live, or flay and die. 
Jul. Von light is not day light, I know it well; 
It is ſ:me meteor that the ſun exhales, 
| To be this night a torch. bearer, 
And light thee on thy way to Mantua; 
Then ftay awhile, thou ſhakt not go ſo ſoon. 
Rem. Let me be ta'en; let me put to death, 
] am content, if thou wilt have 1 it ſo, . 
Il fay yon grey is not the morning eye, OO 3: 
»Tis but the pale reflex of Cynthia's brow, | 
I'll ſay 'tis not the lark whoſe notes do beat, 
The vaulty heavens ſo high above our heads: 
Come death and welcome — Juliet wills it ſo. | 
What ſays my love? Let's talk, it is not day. 
Jul. It i, it is; hie hence away, be gone; 
It is the lark that ſings out of tune, 
Straining harſh diſcords, and unpleaſing ſharps. 
Oh now be gone! more light and light it grows. | 
| Kom. More light and light ?—more dark and dark our 
[, "woes : 


| Farewel, * love; z ore kiſs, and 1'll be gone. 
| Enter n 


Nurſe. Madam. 


Jul. Nurſe. | 
Nurse. Your lady mother coming to your chamber: 
T0 "ek is broke; be wary, look about. 
D 2 


Tal. i 


ow! 
4 4 


4® ROMEO AND JULIET. 
Jal. Art thou gone ſo? Love! lord! ah, huſband, 
—_— fr} Feed? „ | 
of J muſt hear from thee ev'ry day in th' hour, 
For in love's hours there are many days. 
O by this count I ſhall be much in years, 
Ere I again behold my Romeo. 
Rom. Farewell; I will omit no opportunity 
That may convey my greetings to thee, love. 

Jul. O think'ſt thou we ſhall ever meet again? 

Nm l doubt it not, and all theſe Ses ſhall ſerve 
For ſweet diſcourſes, in our time to come. 

Ful. O Heaven! I have an ill-divining ſoul; 
Metbinks t fee thee, now thou'rt parting fiom me, 
As one dead in the bottom of a tomb! 1 
-* Either my eye ſight fails, or-thou look'ſt paler 


þ Nam. And truſt me, love, in mine eye ſo do you; . 
Dry ſorrow drinks cur blood. Adieu! | 

F My life, my love, my 'oul. Adieu. [Exennt, 

5 SCENE Juliet's: Chamber. 


Ful. O fortune, fortune! all men call thee fickle, 
If thou art fickle, what doſt thou with him 
T bat is rerown'd for faith Be fickle fortune; 
For then J hope thou wilt not keep him long, 
But fend him back again. | | 


Fa 


Enter Lady Capulet. 
Ln. Cap. Ho, daughter, are you up? 9 
Ful. Who is't that calls? ls it my lady mother? 
Wat unaccuſtomed cauſe procures her biiher ? 
= La. Cap, Why, how now, Joliet? 
=. Jul Madam, I'm not weil. 3 
„ La C p. Evermore weeping for your couſin's death ? 
What, wilt thou waſh him from his grave wich tears? 
Jul. Vet let me weep for ſuch a feeling loſs. _ 
La. C p. 1 come to bring thee joyfol tidings, girl. 
Ful. And joy comes well i, ſuch a needful ume. 
What ate they, I beſee h your ladyſnip ? | 
La. Cap. Well, well, thou bait a careful father, 
4 chi'd, | Ee : * 


One 
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« One who to put thee from thy heavineſs . 

© Hath ſorted out a ſudden day of joy, | 

© That thou expect ſt not, nor L look d not ſor. 
Ful. Madam, in happy time, what day is this?? 
La. Cap, Merry, my child, early next Tae were, | 

The galant, young and noble gentleman, 

The county Paris, at St. Peter's church, 

Shall happily make thee a joyfal bride. | 
Jul. I wonder at this haſte, that I moſt wed 

Ere he that muſt be huſband comes to woo. 

I pray you tell my lord and ns Madam, 

I cannot marry yet. | 

La. Cap. Here comes your father, tell bim fo youre, 

And ſee how he will take it at your hands. 


| Enter Capolet and Nurſe, * 


Cap How now? a conduit, girl ? What, ſtill in tears! 
Evermore ſhowering! —- Why, how now, wife? 
Have yoa deliver'd to her our. decree? 
La. Cap Ay, Sir; but ſhe will none, an gives you 
| thanks; | 
I wovld the fool were ried to her grave. | 
Cap. Soft, take me with you, take me with you, wiſe, 
H« w, will ſhe none? Does the not give us thanks? 
ls ſhe not proud ? Dark ſhe not count her bleft, 
(Unworthy as ſhe is) that we have wroughe 
So worthy gentleman to be her bridegroom ? 
Jul. Proud can I never be of what ] hate, 
But thankful even fer hate. that is meant love. 
Cap. Thank me no thankings, 15 
But ſettle your fine joints gainſt Thurſday next, 
To go with Paris to St. Peter's church; 
Or I will drag thee on a hurdle thither. 50 
* La. Cap. Fye, ſye, what are you mad? | 
Jul. Good father, | beſeeen you on my knees, 
Hear me with patience but to ſpeak a word. 
Cap. Hang thee, young baggage, diſobedient wretch, 
I tell these what, 'gerthee to church o'Thorſday, — 
Or never after look me in the face. | 
Spes k not, reply not, do not anſwer me. 
Wife, we ſcarce thought us bleſt 79 —. 
That Heaven hath ſent us but this only child, 
But now I fee this one is one too much, | = 
| 1 And 


Es 
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And that we have a curſe in e her: 
Out on her, hilding. | 
__ Nu/e. Heaven bleſs "Teng 1 
You are to blame, my lord, to rate her M 1 
Cap. And why, my lady wiſdom? , Held your tongue, | 
Good prudence, ſmatter with your gellips, _ 
Nurſe. I ſpeak no tteaſon. 
Cap. Peace, you mumbling fool ; 


Utter your gravi 17 o'er a goſſip's bowl, "Te 
For here we need it not. 8 a 
La. Cap. Vou are too hot. . 
Cap. 0198 wife! it makes me mad : tay, night, late, : 
early, 


At home, abroad; alone, in nens | 
&. Waking or fleeping, fill my care hath been 
. To have her mach' d; and having now Provided 
| A gentleman of noble parentage, | 
Of fair demeſnes, youthful and nobly allied, 
Proportion'd as one's thought would wiſh a man: 
And then to have a wretched puling fool, 
A whining mammet, in her, fomune's tender 
To anſwer, I'll not wed, I cannot love, 
I am too young, 1 pray you pardon me. 
But if you will not, look to't, think on't, 
1 do not uſe to jeſi—Thurſday i is near. 
If you be mine, Pll give you to my friend: 
FT you be not, hae g, beg, ſtarve, die i'he ſtreets ; 
| 8 by my ſou), I'll ne'er acknowledge thee, [Exits 
Fa. Is chere no pity fitting in the clouds, 
That ſees into the bottom of my grief? 
O ſweet, my mother, caſt me not away, | 
Delay this, marriage for a month, a week; _ -.4 
Or if you do hot, make the bridal bed n 
In that dim monument where Tibalt lies. 
La. Cap. Talk not to me, for Pil not ſpeak a . ; 


Do as thou wilt, for I heve done with thee. Exit. 
, Jul. O Heaven |——D nurſe, how ſh:ll this be pre- | 
vented? | 


Alack, alack, that Heaven ſhould praiſe Rratagems ' 
Upon fo ſoſt a ſutj-Q as myſelf. 
Nurſe, . Rite, faith here it iss | 
Romeo is baniſh'd ; all the world to nothing, | 
That he dares ne'e come back to challenge you 
| ">: it needs muſt be by ſtealth: ES 
524 „FF 


ff 


„ x 
ROMEO, Ax D JULIET, 
Then ſince che caſe ſo ſtands, I think it ben q 
You married with the Count, ' 
T Speakeſt thou from thy heart? 
. And'from my ſoul too, 5 5 
Or elſe befhraw them bot. : 
Jul. Amen, amen. | : BE 
Fo Whag! 55 | 
Jul. Well, thou haſt comforted me marvellous much z 
Goi in, and tell my lady I am gone, © 
Having diſpleas'd my father, to Lawrence cell, 
To make conſeſſion, and to be abſolv d. | 
Nurſe. Marry, | will, and this is wiſely done. [Ext 
Ful. . damomion | Oh, moſt wicked fangs | 
1s it mor: fin to wiſh me thus forſworn, | 8 
Or to diſpraiſe my lord with that ſame tongue 
Which ſhe hath prais'd him with above compare, 
So many thouſand times? Go, counſellor, 
Thou and my boſom henceſorth ſhall be twain ; ; 
I'll to the Friar to know his remedy; : 5 
If all elſe fail, n have power: to die; | . 


S eee 222 DD 
ACT IV. SCENE the Monaſtery. | 


. 


Ease Friar 1 * Paris, 


Fri. N Thorſday, Sir ?. The time is very ſhorts, 
| Par. My father Capulet will have it ſo, 

And | am aothing ſlow to ſlack his haſte” 
Fri. You ſay, you do not know the lady's Mu | 
Uneven in this courſe, [ ike it not. 

Par. |mmoderat:ly ſhe,weeps for Tibalt's death, 
And therefore have i ſtill ta!k'd of love, 

For Venus ſmiles not in a houſe of tears, 
Now, Sir her father counts it dangerous 
That ſhe ſhould give her ſorrow ſo much ſway ; F 
And in his wiſdom haſtes our mairiage, 34 
To ſtop the inundation of her tears; ._ - 
Now do you know the reaſon of this haſte. - . 
Fri. | wou'd | knew not why it ſhould be flow'd. 
Look, Sir, here comes ne n tow ds my cell. OE: 


— .... —_— 


Enn 


„ no, Anw TJULIET. ; 
Ener Juliet. * 


Par. Welcome, my eve, my lady, and my IQ 

Jul. That may be, Sir, when I may be a wife, 
Par. That may be, muſt be, love, on Thurſday next. 

Ful. What muſt be, fhall bs +, 

Par. Come you to make confeſſion to this father? _ +» 
Ful. To anſwer that, were to confeſs to vou: i 
Are you at leiſure, holy father, aw; = 
Or ſhall I come to you at evening maſs ? 8 

F 7. My leiſo e ſerves me, penfive daughter; now, 
My lord; I muſt intreat the time alone, © 

Par. Heaven ſhield I ſhould diſtulb de votion. 

« Joliet, farewe], on Thurſday early will I rouze you; 
« Til thenadeu! and keep this holy kiſs, {[Exi! Paris, 
Fal. Go ſhut the door; and when thou haſt done ſo, 
Come weep with me, paft kope, paſt cure, paſt delp. 
Fri. O Juliet, I already know thy grief. 
Jul. Tell me not, friar, that thou know'ſt my grief, 
Unleſs thou tcl} me how 1 may prevent it; 
If in thy wiſdom thou canſt give no help, 
Do thou but call my reſolution wiſe, N 
And with this ſteel 10 help it preſently, 
Heaven join'd my heart and Rameo? 5—thou « our hands, 
And ere this hand, by thee to Romeo feal'd, 
Shall be the label to another deed, 
Or my true heart with treacherous revolt 
Give to another, this ſhall ſlay them both: 
Therefore out of thy long ex ne'd time 
Give me ſome preſent — or behold 
Tuixt my extremes and me this bloody d-gger 
Shall play the umpire; 
Speak now, be brief; for I deſire to die, 
If what thou ſpeak'ſt ſpeak not of remedy.* 0 
Fri. Hold, daughter ] I do eſpy a kind of hope, 
Which craves as deſperate an execution ; 
As that is deſperate which we would prevent. 
If rather than to marry County Paris, 
lf Thou haſt the ſtrength or will to ſlay thyſelf, 
1 Then it is likely thou wilt undertake 
A thivg like death to free thee from this marriage, 
And if thou dar'ft, Pll give thee remedy. | 
Fil. O bid me leap, rather than marry Paris, 
5 From of the banlements of ** tower; 


eo 


at 
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Or chain me to ſome ſleepy mountain's top, 

Whete roa ing b:ars and ſavage lions roam! 

Or ſhut me nightly in a charnel houſe, | 
Ober- cover d quite with dead mens rattling bones, 
Wich reeky ſhinks and yellow chapleſs ſkulls, 

Or bid me go into a new-made grave, 3 

And hide me with a dead man in his ſhroud, 

Things that to hear them nam'd have made me tremble: 

And ] will do it without fear or doubt, | 
To hve an unflain'd wife to my ſweet love. 

Fri. Hold then, go home, be merty, give conſent 

To marry Parts: look thou lie alone, | 
(Let not thy nurſe lie with thee in thy chamber ;) 
And when thou art alone, take thou this phial, 

And thsciſtil ed hquor drink thou ff; 

When p:eſent'y through all thy veins ſhall run 

A cold and drowzy humour, which ſhall ſeige 
Each vital ſpi it; for no pul'e ſhal keep 
His net'ral-progreſs, bur ſurceaſe to beat. 

No warmth, no biesth ſhall teſtify chew liv'ſt; 

The votes in thy lips. and cheeks ſhall fade 

To paly aſhes; thy eyes' windows fall, 

Like death, when be ſhuts up the day of life: 
And in this borrow'd likene(s of ſhrink death 

Thou ſhalt continue two and fo ty hours, 

And then awake, as from a pleaſant ſleep, _ 
Now hen the biidegrcom in the morning comes - 
To rouze thee from thy bed, there thou art dead: 

Then, as the manner of cur country is, | 
In thy beft-robes uncover'd on the bier, | 

Thou ſhalt be ore to that ſxme ancient vault 
Where all the kindred of the Capulets lie. 

Ia the mean time, againſt thou ſhalt awake, 
Shall Romeo by my letters know our drift, 

And hither ſhail he come: and he and I ä 
Will watch thy waking, and that very night 
Shall Romeo bear thee hence to Mantua; 

And this ſhall free thee from this preſent ſhame, 

I no unconſtant toy, nor woman:ſh fear 

Abate thy valour in the acting it. 

Jul. Give me, O give me, tell me not of fear. 
[Taking ite Pkial. 

Fri Hold, get you gone, be ſtrong and proſperous 
| Ja this reſolve; I'll end a friar * ſpeed 2 
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To Mantua, with my let ters to thy lord OY | 
Ju | eve, give me a and Arength tat kelp 


| aff Id. EY; 
| Farenel, dear fa: ber. * . 5 | [Excut, 5 


\ 8 0 E. N E Caputer D Hf. 


1 * Emer Capulet, Lady Capulet, and Nurſe. 


Cup. What, is my daughter gone to Friar Lawrence? 
. Nurſe. Ay, forſooth. | 
Cap. Well, he may chance to do ſome good on her; 

4 A peeviſh, ſelf-will' Oe it i. - 


5 Nur fes See, EA 20 comes " from. ſhrift with merty 
1 ee 

Mm Cap. How now, my head- frong where have you been 
1 gadcing ? - 
} Ful. Where [| have leaint me to repent the fin - 

' Of diſobedient oppoſition - | 


To you and your beheſts; and am enjoin'd. 
By holy Lawrence, to fall proſtrate here, 
Ard beg your pardon; pardon, I beſeech you! 
Henceforward I am ever rul'd by you 
Cap. Send for the Ccunty ; go tell him of this: . 
Jil have this knot knit up to-morrow morning. 
Jul. I met the youthful lord at Lawrence' cell, 
And gave him what becoming love I might, 
Not ſtepping o'er the bounds of modeſty, 
Cap. Why Tam glad on't; this is well—ftand op: 
| Now, afore Reaven, this reverend. holy frĩar 
All our whole city is much bound to him. 
Ful. Nurſe, will you go wi h me into my cloſet, 
To help me ſort ſuch needful ornaments F 
As you think fit to furniſh me to-morrow. _ 
La. Cap. No, not till Thurſday, there is time enough. 
Cap. Go, nurſe, 80 with her; we'll to church to: mor - 
ro W. [Exeunt Juliet and * 
La. Cap. We ſhall be ſhort in our proves ht 
"Tis now nea night. „ 
Cap. Toſh, all things ſhall be well: | Rn 
Ge thou to Juliet, my to deck her up: vun 
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I' not to bed, but walk mytelf to Pars, 
T' appoint him 'gainft to-morrow, My heart's 1 ght, : | 
| Yeo this ſame bv i gee: is fo reclaim” d. -[Exeunt 


s Cc EN E Juliet s Chanber, 


Enter Joliet and N arſe, 


Jul. Ay. thoſe attires are beſt; but, genile W 10 
I pray thee leave me to myſe f 10 night, 
For ] have need of many criſons 
To move the heavens to ſmile upon my ſlate, 
Which well thou knowl is crol and full of . 


: Emer Lady Capulet, 


La. Cap. What, are- you buſy? do you need my help? 
Ful. No, Madam, we have cull'd {ach neceſſaries 
As are behovetol for our ſtate to-morrow ; 
So pleaſe you, let ms now be left alone, 
And let the nurſe this night fit up with you; 
For | am ſu e you have your hands fol all, 
In this fo ſudden bufineſs. 
La. Cap. Then good night; 
Get thee to bed and reſt, for thou haſt need. 1 
Jul. Farewel Heaven knows when we ſhall meet 
again! 
I have 4 thing cold fear thrills through my veins, 
That almoſt freezes up the heat of life. 5 8 
II call them back again to comfort me. 
—— Nurſc—yet wh t ſhould they do here? 
My diſmal ſcene I needs muſt at alone 


g 25 out a 77895 

Come, pliial—What if this mixture do not-act- at all: 

Shall I of force be married fo the Count? 

N 3, no, this ſhall forbid it lie thou there 
Pointing to a aer. ; 


What if it be ain which the "ERA 
Subtly bath miniſter'd to have me dead, Pe, 
Leſt in this marriage he ſhould be diſhonour'd, | 
Becauſe he married me before to Romeo? 
fear it is; and yet methinks it ſhould not, 
For be hath ftil] been tried an holy man 
How, if when | am laid into the tombd, 
F wake before the time that Rome 


— 


_ Comes 


* Comes to redeem me? there's a fear ful point! 


: Or if 1 live, it is not. very like 
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Shall I no« then be ſtifled in the vault, 
To whoſe foul mouth no wholeſome air breathes in? 
.. And there be ſtrangled ere my Romeo comes ; 


The horrible conceit of death and night, x 
Togethe: with the terror of the place . 
(As in a yoult, an ancient receptacle, | : 
Where tor theie many hundred years, the bones 
Af all my buried anceſtors are pack'd; | 
- Where bloody Tibalt, yet but green in earth, 
Lies teſt ring in his ſhroud; where, as they ſay, 
At ſome bours in then 'ght ſpirits reſort—) 
© Alas, alas! it is not like that 1 
So ear y waking, with what loathſome ſmells, 
And ſhrieks like mandrakes torn out of the earth, 
© That living morrals, hearing them, run mad. 
wake, ſhall I not be diſtraught, \ + 3 
Envirozed with all theſe hideous fears.) 
And madly play wi'h my forefathers joints, 
And pluck the mangled Tibalt from his ſhrood ? | 
And in this rage, with ſome great kinſman's bone, 5 
As with a club, daſh out my deſp'rate brains? 
O look! methinks | ſee my couſin's ghoſt - 
Seeking out Romeo—— Stay, Tibalt, ftzy ! 
— Romeo. come! this do I drink to thee. 
(Drinks, and throws herfelf on the beds 
O potent draught! thou haſt child me to the heart ; ; 


My head turns round; 
My ſenſes fail me——O Romeo, Rome 


>: ' SCENE a Hall 


| Enter Lady Capulet and Nurſe. - 
La. Cap. Hold, take theſe keys, and fetch more ſpices, 
nurſe. 


Nurſe. They call for dates and quinces in the pally. 


Enter Capulet and Lady, meeting. 

Cap. Come, ſtir, ſtir, fiir; the ſecond cock hath crow'd 
The curfew bell bath rung, *cis three o clock: 5 22 
L ook'to the bak d meats, good Angelica, 

Spare not for cot. | 

* Go, go, * 897 3 Wo 


* 
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Set you to- bed; faich you'll be ſick to morro- „ 
For this night's watching. 7 Exit, 
Cap. No, not a Whit; What, Thave watch's ere how 
All night for a leis eauſe, and ne'er been fick. - 
The County wilt be here wich muſic firait, [ Mufr pie. 
For ſo he ſaid he would. II hear him near 
8 —N utlc———wikc what ho! what ourle, 1051. 


FE Nurſe.” - | 2 


Go * Juliet, go, and trim hef up. 
L' go and chat with Paris. Hie, make les 
. E kaſte, 1 ay. | 


(Exetnr. | 


— 
e 


scENE Julie's Chamber. OR 


Norſe. Miftreſs, what miſtreſs! „.. 1 
- _ warrant her. | | 
Why, lamb— hy, lady—Pye, you flug-a: bed g- 
Why, love, I ſay — Madam, ſweet heart why, brida— 
What, not a Word! you take your penny worthe now ]; 
Sleep for a week, for tile next night, I warrant, 
That you ſhall reſt bur lit le — God forgive me ; 
Marry and amen How ſcund is ſhe aſleep ! 22 
I muſt needs wake her. — Madam „Madam, Madem : 5 
Ay. let the County take you in your bed N > 
He'll fright you up, i'faith, Will it not be? "4 
\ What, dreſt, and in your cloathi—and down again? 
I muſt needs wake you.— Lady, lady, lady 
Alas, alas, help—help—my lady's dead, - 
O well a-day, that ever { was born! h 
—Ho! my lord, my lady! - 


Enter Lady Capaler, 

15 Cap. What noiſe is here? 

| Nurſe. O lamentable day! 

La. Cap. What is the matter? 

Nurſe. Look — ch, heavy day | 

La. Cap. Oh me, my child, mv *oly lifet | 
Revive, look up, or 1 will die with theel. 
whe: help! call help. 


Enter Ca pulets ; 


0 TY For ſhame, bring Juliet forth, her lord is come.” 
Narſe, She s dead ! "hs s dead! alack the ar 
E ce 


* s 
* 5 


— 


Death lies on her, like an untimely froſt 


. =o 
; * 72 2 7 __ 
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| bins He! let me ſee her——Our; alas, the" ; cold, 
Iler blood is-ſeitled, and her joinis a e ſtiff, 
: Life and theſe lips have long been ſeparated ; n 25 | 


Upon the ſweeteſt lower of all the field. 
| Acaurſed time] unfortunate old man! 


Enter Friar Lawrence, and Paris, awith Muſicians... 


Fri. Come, is the bride ready to go to church? 

Cap. Ready to go, but never to return. 

O ſon, the night before the wedding day 
Death has embrac d thy wife. See, there ſhe lies, 
Flower as ſhe was, nipp'd. in the bud by him 

: Oh, Juliet, oh, my child, my child! | 

Par. Have | thought long to ſee this morning's face, 
And doth it give me ſuch a fight as this? 

La. Cap. Accurſt, unhappy, wretched, hateful diy! of 

Cap. Moit miſerable hour, that Time ere ſaw . 
Ia lafticg labour of his pilgrimage. 

But one, poor one, one poor loving child, 
Hut one thi-g to enjoy and ſolace in, 

And cruel death h:; th catch'd it from my foht. | 
Fri. Your daughter tives in peace and happineſs ; 1 
Heaven and yourſelf had part in this fair maid, N 
Now Heaven hath all- dry up your fruitieſs tears; 
Come, ſtick j our roſemary on this fair corps; 

And, as the cuſtom of our country is, | 

Convey. her where her anceſtors lie tomb'd. 1 
Cap. All things that we ordain'd'to feſtiva' $2; 

Turn from their office to black funeral: | Y 

Our inſtruments to melanchcly bells; T8 
Our wedding cheer, toa ſad burial feaſt; 

Our folemn hymns to ſullen dirges change, 
And bridal flowers ferve for a burial corſe, 
And all, things change them to the contrary.” 

Fri. Sir, go you in—axd, Madam, go w. th bim; 75 
And go, Sir Paris every one prepare 
To follow this fair corpſe unto her grave. 

The heavens do lower upon you, for ſome ill; 


Nove them no more * n their __ will. 
{Ex _ 


ACT 


— 


ROMEO. ans JULIET./ TS _ "13 9 
Ar V. SCENE the Tnfide of a Church. 


our te funeral Preceſſi on of Joliet, in which the follows. 
| ing Dirge is ug. 


e „ 
IS E, riſe! __ „ 
Heart- breaking fight, s 
Ide woe · fraught . i 
For ſighs alone, er cot Co es 
And diſmal! moan, - | SR EE; 2 
Stool echo Julict's knel]. 3 e 
AI R. WT 3 2 


She's gone the ſx eeteſt flower of. May, 
That blooming bleſt our ſigbt; 
Thoſe eyes which ſhone like breaking Gap {4 
Are ſet in endleſs vight!.. ; PA, 
| Riſe, riſe, bee. . Ker e 
A 7 B. | 18 5 
| She's gone, ſhe's gone, nor leaves behind. 
So fair a form, ſo pure a mind: . 
How could'ſt thou, Destb, at once uren, 
5 The Lover's hope, the Parent's j Joy * 
c H 0 R U 8. 
: Riſe, Hſe, &c, 5 
14 A x; R. 8 
Thou ſpo leſa ſoul, look down below, 
Our unfeign'd ſorrow. ſeep 


* O give us ſtrength ar our wre, 
| To bear the loſs VFC 
OR Us. 225 5 


| ".C 
i Riſe, riſe, 5 . lien 
8 C E N E 8 
| Enter Romeo. n "I 
If La truft the Aattery « of ſleep, 55 


My dreams preſage ſome joy ful news at hand: 

My boſom's lord fits lightly on his throne, WP" 
And all this day, an unaceuſtom' d fpirit e 
Lifts me above the ground with chearful 2 ; £3 
I dreamt my lady came and found me dead. 
And breath'd ſuch life with kiſſes on my lips, i e 
That I "men d and was an emperor... 737 


— 
* 


Ah me! how ſweet is love itſelf poſſeſt. 3 * = 5 5 


When but love's 3 are 1⁰ rich in joy! 


g ROMEO, an JULIET: 
| Enter Balthaſar. 


Wy | News from Verona. How now, Balthafar ? 
F © Doſt thou not bring me letters from the friar ? 

1 How dotu my lady? Is my father well? 

How doth my Juliet? that I afk again; 15 

For nothing can be ill if fhe be well. 

© Bil. Then ſhe is well, and nothing can be in; 2 

Her body fleeps i .; Capitter” s monument, 

And her immortal part with angels lives: 

I ſaw her carried to her kindted's vault, 2 

And preſently took poſt to tell it you; | 

O pardon me for bringing theſe ill news. 

Rem. Is it even ſo? then I defy you Rarg— 
Bal. My lord! | 
_-*- Rom. Thou know'ſt my lodging, get me ink and papes, 
And hire poſt horſes. 1 will hence to night. | 
Bal. Pardon me, Sir, 1 dare not leave you thus, 
| Your looks are pale and wild, and do n. 
Some miſadventure. 
Rom Go, thou art denied 

Leave me, and do the thing I bid bs do: 

Haſt thou no leiters to me from the Pee * 5 
Fa! No, god my lord. ICH. 42 TE 
Rom. No matter : get thee gone, n 

And hire thoſe horſes; I' be with thee ſtraig | 

[ — Balchaſar 
Well, Joliet, I will lie with 3 to-night; | 
Let's ſee for means O miſchief! thou art ſwilt 

Io ener in the thought of deſperate men! 

] do remember an apothecary, 

And hereabouts he dwells, who late I noted 
In tatte:'d weeds with overwhelming brows, 
Cuiling of fimples ; meagre were his looks, 
Sharp miſery had worn him to the bones ; 
And in his need» ſhop a tortoiſe hung, 

An alligator ſtuff'd, and o her kin? 
Of ill-ſhap'd fiſhes ; and about his ſhelves 

A beggarly account of empty boxes; 

Green earthen pots, bladders and muſty "OY | 
Remnants of pachthread, ad old — of roſes 
Were thinly ſcaiter'd, to make up a ſhew. 
Noting his penuty, to myſelf I ſaid, 
An' if a man did need a poiſon now. 
Here lives a 288 wreteh would fell it Lay 


1 
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Oh this ſame thov be did but forerun my need ! 


As I remember, this ſhould be the booke. N IS 


Being holy-day, the beggar's ſhap is mat. 
What ho, apothecary! mY = 


Enter Apothecary, - 

| _ Who calls ſo loud? | 
Rom Come hither, man; I ſee chat thou art pee 
Hold, there are forty ducats: let me have 
A dram of poiſon, uch ſoon ſpeeding geer 
As will diſperſe itſelf through all the veins, | 
That the life-weary taker may ſoon die. 52 5 

Apo. Such mortal drugs I have, but Manta law 
Is death to any he that utters them. * | 

Rem. Art ihou ſo bare and full of wretchedneſs | 
And fear'ſt to die? Famine is in thy Wa 
Need and oppre ſſion ſtare within thine eyes, 
Contempt and beggary hang on thy back: 
The world is not tny friend, nor the world's law; 
| The world affords no law to make thee rich: 

Then be not poor, but break it, and take this. 5 

Apo. My poverty, but not my will, confenis. {Exit. 
1 pay thy poverty, a ma not thy wil. . WIS. 


Nei. enter Apothecary. 


Apo. Put this i in any liquid thing you will, 
And drink it off. and if you had the ſtrength 
Of twenty men it would diſpatch you ſtra ght. 
|. Rem. here is thy gold, warſe poiſon to mens ſouls, | 
Doing more murder. io this loathſyme world 


Than theſe poor compounds that thou may'ſt not ſell} *— _ 


I ſell thee poiſon, thou heft fold me none. 
Fare wel, buy food, and get thee into fleſh. 
come, cordial, and not poiſon, go with me. 

To Juliet 5 grave, for there muſt [ uſe they. Eu. | 


SCENE the Monaſtery at Vans, 


Enter Friar John #9 Friar Lawrenge.. > 


ohn. Holy Franciſcan Friar ! brother h;. bo? 
Law. This fame mould be the voice of F tar Jo, F 4 
Welcome from Man ua: What ſays Romeo? 93 
Or, if his mind de writ, give me his letter. 


* 
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* 
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— 
1 ' i 4 
* e 


4 OM "AND Jurige. 
Fil. Going to find a barefoot brother out, 
Ove of our order, to affociate me 
Here in this city viſiting the ſick; EYE 5 
And fine ing him, the ſearchers of the 8 
([ (SuſpeRting that we both were in a houſe | 
Where the infeQious peſt: lence did reign) 
Sea id up the doors, and would not let us "TY . 
So that my ſpeed to Mantua there was ſtlaid. 8 
Law. Who bore my letter then to Romeo? 
Fohn. I could not ſend it; here it is again, | 
Nor get a meſſenger to bring it thee, 
So fearfu were they of infection. | 5 
__ Law. Unhappy fortune! by m- „ brotherhood, 
The letter was not nice, but Full of charge, 5 
Of dear import, and the neglecting it 1 
May do much danger. Friar John, go „„ 
Get me an iron crow, and bring it Rraight | 8 
Vato my cell. 5 
1 John. Brother, I' go and bricg i it thee, Ss. [Ext 


Law. Now muſt I to the monument N FE | Eo 
Within theſe three hours will fair Joliet wake; 6 he 


| She will beſhrew me much that Romeo 
. Hath had no notice of theſe accidents; 
. But | will write again to Mantua, _ 
Aud keep hey at my cell till Romeo come. 8 5 i | 
Poor living corpſe, clos'd in a dead man's tomb! Ex. 


+ SCENE a Church Y, ard, in it a 12 belonging ; 
. io the Capolers, | MITE nei 


3 Paris, and his Page with Lops 


Par. Give me thy torch, boy: hence, and Rand aol 8 
Vet put it opt, for I would not be ſeen; | 
Under yon yew tree lay thee all-along, | 
Placing thy ear cloſe to the hollow ground. 

So ſhal no font upon the church yard tread, 
{Being looſe, infirm,/with digging up of graves) 
| Bat thou ſhalt bear ſit: whiſtle then to me, 
As fignal that thou hear'ſt ſomething approach. 


Gire me thoſe flowers. Do as I bid thee; 80. 5 1 
Page. am almoſt afraid 40 ſtand a one 
Here in the — * 1 1 will adventure. Ex, 


| | ie” 


* 


ROMEO axy JULIET. 88 
Par. Sweet flower! with flowers thy bridal bed I ſtrewr.. NF 
I [Strewing flowers. — 

Fair Juliet, that with angels doft remain, 33 | 
Accept this lateſt favour at my hand | 
That living honour'd thee, and being dead, 

With fun'ral obſequies adorn thy tomb. [The bey whiſtles, 

- — The boy gives warning, ſomething doth approach—— 
What curſed foot wanders this way to- night. 
To croſs my obſequies, and true love's right? 5 
What! wh a toreh }- mu ffle me, mak, awhile. 

[Paris retires, 


* 


= - Rome» and Balthaſar with, a Light, | 


Rem Give me the wrenching iron, gb 
„Hold, take this letter, early in the morning 
* See thou deliver it to my lord and father, 
Put out the torch, and, on thy life, I charge thee, 
Whate'er thou hear'ft or ſeeſt, ſtand all a oof, 
And do not interrupt me in my 8 Thy, 
Why] deſcend into this bed of dzath, 
Is pa · tly to be hold my lady's face; 
But chiefly to take thence from her dead 8 | 
A preciou: ring, a ring that I muſt uſe . * 
In dear employment; therefore hence, be gene; 
But if thou. jealous, doſt return to pry | 
In what I farther ſhall intend to do, 
By Heaven, I will tear thee joint by joint, | 
| And ſtrew this hungry ch:rch yard wi heh nes 
The time and my intents are ſavage, wid. 
ore fierce and more inexorable far | 
Than empty tigers, or the roaring 2 5 
Bal. 1 will be gone, Sir, and 16: fouble you. 
Rom. So ſhalt thou win my ues aut Pake thou thats: 
Live aud be proſp'rous, and ſfarews!, good fellow. 
al. For all this fame Il bide ear this place: 
His looks I fear, ind his intents 1 £255 | Let. 
Rom. | hou.deteftable maw, that * 9 of death, 
Gorg'd with the deateſt mor ſel o the earth, 
Thus | enforce thy rotten jaws 1 | 
© [Ereating open the mouths ts 
421 in deſpight Pi. eram thee K ole 1 0d. 
n — himſelf. 18 dtop 99 0 unhaliow'd toll, „ vie F 
lontague: . : __ 
2 _ 


* 


6 X OME O AND JULIET. | 
Can vengeance be purſu'd farther then ceath?. 
Condemned vil'ain, I do apprehend thee; 


O ey, and go with mg, for thou moſt die. 
Rom. I moſt indeeg, and therefore came I 8 


_ Good, gentle youth, tempt not a deſp'rate-man: 
Fly hence and leave me. 
By Heaven, 1 love thee better that mz ſelf, 


For lam come hither arm'd againſt myſelf” 6 
Par. I do deſy thy pity and thy counſel, 
And apprehend thee for a felon here. 
Rom oy thou provoke me? Then have at thee, 
[Thy fight, Paris ſatls. 
Page. 0 Lord, they fight! J will go call the watch. 
Par. On! | am flain: if thou be merci'ul, 


| Open the tomb, lay me with Juliet, gh [Dies 


Rom. In faith, | will: let me peruſe this face 
Meicutio's k:niman ! Noble county Paris! | 
Give me thy hand | 
One writ with me in ſoor misfortune? $ book, 


1 bury thee in a t jumphant grave, 


For here lies Ju jet * open the tomb. Ob, my love, ; 


my wiſe! 


Death th.t ha h ſucks the honey of thy breath, 


Hath had no power yet upon thy beauty; 
Thou ari not corquer'd, beauty's enfign yet 
Is crimſon in thy lips, and in thy checks ; 
And death's pale flag is net advanced thee. 


Ob, Juliet, why art thou fo fair —— here, here 
©. il ſet my everlaſſ ing jeſt ; 


And ſhake the yoke of inaxſpicious ſtars "ho | py 
From this woi ld-we ali fl ſh: | | 


Come bitter conduR, come, anche ry bende . 4 
Thoo de'p'rate pi ot, pow at once run on | 
The daſhing rocks my fea fick weary bark; 


No more 


—here's to my love !——Eyes, l:ok your 
laſt _ *. [Drinking the paiſcn. 

Arms, take your laſt,embrace—and lips, do you | 

The'doors of breath ſeal with a righteous kifs 


Soft — the breathes, and ſtirs ! 1 * | 


Ful. Where am T? delend me! ; 

Rom. Ske ſpeaks, the lives ! and we ſhall Rill be b TY 
My kind propitiovs ſtars o'erpay me no- * 
For all my forrows palt.. Nile, riſe, my Joliet, | 


And from this/cave of death, _ hoaſe of horror, 


> © 


ROMEO any JULIET.* 7 
Quick 10 me ſnatch thee to thy e i 4 
- There breathe a vital ſpirit in thy lips, 
And call thee back to life and love. [Takes her hand. | 
Fl. Blefs me! how cold it is! Who's there ? 7. 
Rom. Thy buſband, 
»Tis thy Romeo, ]ulict ; rals'd fon deſpair 
To joys unuttera! le ! Quit, quit this place, | 
And tet us fly together - [Brings her frem ETA, | 
Ful. Why do you force me ſo—1'll ne er conſent— 
My mas og may fajl we, but my will's unmov'd— | 
Ell net wed Paris—Romeo is my huſband 
Rom. Her ſenſes are vnſettled—Heaven reſtore ws - 
Romeo is thy buſband; Lam that Romeo. 
Nor all the opp ſing powers of earth or man, 
Shall break our bonds, or tear thee from my heart. 
7ul.. I know that voice—lts magic \weztneſs wakes 
My tranced ſovl—1 now remember well 
Each circumflance—O my lord, my huſband. N 
\-, TGoing to embrace him, 
Poſt thou avoid me, Romeo? let me touch | 15 
Thy hand, and touch the cordial of thy lips— | 
ou fright me—=ſpeak=- -Ob, let me hear fore 
: * f 
Beſides my own in is drear vaulk of death, 


<0 


NL Or I ſhall faint————ſuppart como 


Rom, Oh, I cannot, 
I have no ſtrength, but want thy feeble aid, 
Cruel poiſon ! 
Jul. Poiſon ! what means my lord ? Thy vembling 
voice FED 
Pale lips! ad ſwimming eyes | death's in tby face! 

Rom. It is indeed -I firuggle with him nows 
The tranſports that I felt to hear thee ſpeak, 
And fe thy opening eyes, ſtopp'd for a moment 
His impetuous courſe and alb my mind | 


Was happineſs and thee; but now the poiſon 


Ruſhes through my veins—=1've not time to ell 
Fate brought me to this place, to take a laſt, 
Laſt farewel of my love, and with thee al 2 * 
Jul. Die! was the friar falſe? 8 
Nom. I know not that 
I thought thee dead: diſtiacted at the ſight, 
[Fatal ſpeed d- ank poiſop, kiſs'd thy cold lips, 


| 3 found wichin ay arms 2 9 85 ve Bot 
de 
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eo: ROMEO AND zurnr. 


But in that moment 0b e e 
vl. And did I wake for thi: ! ee RIAL 
| m. My powers a e blaſted, 
"Twixt death and. love I'm e 2m Nfraged! - 
But death's ſtrongeſ— and muſt | leave thee, lia? 
ö Oh, crue!, curſed fare! Is ſig ht of Heaven 
Ful. Thou rav'ſt lean on my breaſt. So | 
Kom. Fziners have flinty hearts, no tears can melt em, 
Ns-ore p'eads in vain—— Children muſt be wretched —— _ 
Jul. Oh, my. breaking heart= : 
Rom. She i is my wife, our hearts are twin'd together 
C:pulet, forbear—— Paris, looſe your hold 
Pull not our hearc-ſtrings W OR crack . ihey 
| break — - 
Oh, Joliet? ie 3369 EDD toi. 
Jul. Stay, ſtay for me, Romeo — 
A moment ſtay ; fate marries us in dest, 
| And u WE are one no 3 mall part us. 
| . [ Faint; on Romeo's boty, 


- 


Nu Friar „ Latente, with Lanthorn, Crows, and Sf ade, | C7 


Fri. St. Francis be my fpeed, how oft to- nicbt 7 
Have my old feet ſtumbled at graves ! © Woo's there? 
A ack, alack! what blood is this which * En 
5 tony entrance of this a „ 
Jul Who's there? 3 
Fri, Ah, Jaliet awake, = Romeo dead! [- 2 
And Paris — what unkind hour © - 
14s guilty of this lamentable chance? . | 2 | 
=. 74 Here he is lil, and will r him OY 1 
| They ſhall not tear him from I N . 
Fri. Patience, lady— ' © ER e 'T 
| Jul. Who is that?-O chov aurfed friart- patience! | N 
Talk'ſt thou of patience to a wretch like me? 
| Fri, O fatal errot— Riſe. thou fair —_ 
And fly this ſcene of death! © 
Jul. Come thou not near me, 
Or this dagger ſhall quit my Romeo deen! „ 
[DD au 4 1 
| Fri. I wonder not thy grief have made thee. 1s 
i: - — 
4 Wbat noiſe without 2 —Sweet Joliet, et us 9— 6. 
| A reater power than we can contradict, 
ig = N 11 


1 
. 


— 


4 


1 will d ſpoſe thee, moſt unhappy lady, 882 | -. 
Amongſt a ſiſterhood of hcly nuns; © | Fs | 


Come, go, good Juliet -I dare n5 longer ſtay, IExn. 


1 * ſome Poiſon yet _ hang on them. ——- 


The people in the ſtreet ery— Romeo! 


[ROMEO any JULIBT. 1 


Ha anc our intent: come haſte away,, 


Stay not to q ueſtion— for the watch is n I 


Jul. Go, get-thee hence, I will not away— 
What's here ? a phial—Romev's timeleſs end. 


O churl, drink all, and leave no friendly drop 


To help me after——l will kiſs thy lips. | 
[X. iſſes lun. 


[Walch and Page ulis ] 
Watch. Lead, boy, which way — 
Jul. Noiſe agaig! 
Then [i] be brief—O happy dagger! 1 | 
This is thy heal, there reſt, and let me die. 3 
c g. 


Bey. This i is the place, my liege. 8 


Z "Ra the Prince and Attendants, 


Prince, What miſadyenture is ſo ear y up, 
That calls our perſon from its. morning reſt? 


| + Enter Capulet, | ; | 
A What ould it be, that they ſo ſhriek abroad! | 


Some Joliet, and fome Paris; and all run 

Wich open outcry towards our monument. 
Prince, What fear is this which ſtartles in your ears? 
Wa ch. Sovereign, here lies the county Paris ſlain, 

And Romee dead Juliet, thought won before, 

Is warm and newly kill d—— - 
Cap Oh me, this ſight of death i is as a tell 

That warns my old age to a ſepulchre. | — 


h Enter Montague. | 
Prince. Come, Montague. for thou art early up, 


To bee thy ſon and heir now early fall'n— 


Mon. Alas, my liege, my wife is dead to night; 


7 Grief of my ſon's exile hath ſtopp'd her breath, 
What farther woe conſpires _ my age 5 


Prise. 


K M & 


4 


Whatc'cr the cauſe, the ſure effect is woe. 


6o ROEO ans JULIET, 


Prince. Look Wee fee _ 

Men. Oh, thou untaught! what manners is this, 
To p eis defore thy father io a grave? 

Prince. Seal up the mouth of outrage for a. while, 


Tiill we can clear theſe ambiguities, 


And know their ſpring and head—mean-time, fo, bear 
Ard let miſchance be flave to patience. 


Bring forth the parties of ſuſpicion. 


Fri. I am the g-eateſt. | 
Prince. Then tay at once what thou doſt know of this? 
Fri. Le: us te. ire from this d:ead ſcene of death 


g And I'il unfold the whole ; if ought in this 
M ſcar ied by my fault, let my old life 


Be facrific'd ſome hours before its time, 
Unto the rigour of ſevereſt law. 
Prince We ſtill have known thee for a holy mar, 
Where be theſe enemies, Capulet, Montague? 
See what a ſcourge is laid upon your hate. | 
Cap. Oh, brother Montague! give me thy hand ; 
This is my daughter” 5 Jointare for a no more | 
Can | demand, 
Mon But l can give thee more, 
For | will raiſe her ſtatue in pure gold. 
That while Verona by that name is kntwn, 
There ſhall no figure at that rate be priz d, 
As that of true and faithful Juliet. 
« Cap. As rich ſhall Romeo by h « lady lie. 
Poor f crifices of our enmity ! | 
© Prince. A gloomy peace this morning wi h it brings.“ 
Let Romeo's man and let the boy attend us. 
We'll hence, and farther ſcan theſe ſad diſaſlers. 
Well may you mourn, my lords, {now wiſe too late) 
Theſe tragic iſſues of ycur mutual hate. 
From private feuds, what dire misſortupes flow! 


* 


LExcas mne. 


. — a. 


